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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Little Momiere, having been written 
by the express desire of certain pious ladies 
of Geneva, and actually commenced in that 
place, it is hoped that it wiU be found to 
be a correct representation of the manners' 
of the little territory, and a faithful picture 
of that singular custom, by which the 
daughters of the higher classes of Gene- 
vese are thus early deprived of the blessings 
and privileges which children in other 
Christian countries derive from the leisure 
of the Lord's Day. 
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THE LITTLE MOMIERE. 



Pauline and Sophie were the daughters 
of a merchant of Geneva. A man of the first 
consideration in the city towards the end of 
the last century ; ^ut as it does not suit the 
collector of these memoirs to mention a name 
which may be too well known, I shall drop 
die real name of this gentleman, and adopt 
another in its stead. The name I have cho- 
sen is that of de Levrat. 

Monsieur Levrat had a town house on the 
promenade de laTraille, which is in the most 
elevated part of the city, and a campagne or 
country-house beyond the Port de Rive, on 
the road to the Saleves. 
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Pauline de Levrat was some years older 
than her sister Sophie, the latter of whom was 
so unfortunate as to lose her mother on the 
very day that her eyes opened on this world 
of pain and sorrow ; in consequence of which 
she was intrusted to the charge of a servant 
of the family, one who had married from the 
family some years before, and who had just 
had an infant, and was well able to impart 
the nourishment so necessary for infants, to 
another child as well as her own. Thus, an 
affectionate foster-mother, was, by the kind 
arrangement of Providence, prepared for the 
bereaved infant, and, as will be seen, a far- 
ther advantage accrued to little Sophie than 
what first appeared to those who only looked 
to present things. 

The house of Janet Keller may still be seen 
by those who are curious in such matters, on 
the border of that triangular green, shaded 
with three rows of chesnuts, called by dis- 
tinction Pr^ I'Eveque, or the Bishop^s Mea- 
dow, from having formerly made part of a 
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domain, possessed in this quarter by the 
bishops of Geneva, and where, indeed, still 
appears a mansion, standing within a walled 
garden, which was the bishop's palace. Al- 
though the exterior of this mansion has un- 
dergone so complete a metamorphosis, that its 
ancient destination would not be easily sup- 
posed, nevertheless, a grove of very ancient 
chesnut trees cast a solemn shade upon one 
part of the domain, and give an air of dis- 
tinction to the whole place. The house in 
which Janet Keller dwelt, was, however, from 
its situation, particularly convenient for Mon- 
sieur Levrat, or his eldest daughter with her 
governess, (a personage denominated la Bonne 
on the continent,) to call upon the little 
nurseling as they passed from the town to 
die country-house. Though it should be re- 
marked, that the father's carriage was seen 
much oftener at the door of the nurse than 
that which was appropriated to the use of 
Mademoiselle Pauline. But in speaking of 
the quarter called Pr6 PEveque, I cannot say 
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whether it had then deserved that which has 
been since said of it, that it is a principal re- 
sort of those who adhere more closely than 
the national church of Geneva at present 
does, to the opinions of the old reformers. 
At present, however, the followers of the re- 
formers have a chapel close to the palace of 
the ancient bishops ; and it has happened to 
me more than once to hear their notes of the 
purest, most simple, and pathetic harmony, 
arising in the stillness of evening from be- 
neath the humble roof under which these 
persons assemble to perform their acts of 
praise and prayer, as I have been passing 
along under the high walls which encompass 
the ancient seat of the bishop ; but the peo- 
ple of this country have an intuitive taste 
for music, and in no place which I have ever 
visited, have I been so thoroughly satis* 
fied as T have been in this, with the fashion 
of their sacred music. But I am departing 
from my subject, and as I was saying before, 
I know not how long it is since those, who by 
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derision are caOed Momiers in Geneva, have 
erected one of their chapels in this place, and, 
as it were, collected themselves in this quar- 
ter ; but this I know, that under the simple 
roof of Janet Keller, so far back as the in- 
fancy of Sophie, there was not unseldom a 
re-union of persons, who made the Holy 
Scriptures the foundation of their hopes in 
death, and of their consolation through all 
the trials of this eventful life. Janet, like 
most of her countrywomen, had a sweet voice, 
and when occupied with her household con- 
oems, accustomed herself to sing certain an- 
cient sacred airs, which she had received 
from her pious ancestors. Hence it was, 
with the songs of praise as old as the days 
of Calvin, that the infant Sophie was lulled 
to sleep in her cradle ; and as she was left 
with Janet till she was four years of age, she 
was able to remember in after life, many 
scenes of infancy associated in her mind, with 
kneeling before her nurse to repeat her 
prayers, with portions of verses taken from 

b3 
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the accents of Sophie, as she herself express- 
ed it, tortured her ears, and gave her a sen- 
sation truly insupportable. The ideas of the 
child were also so grotesque, that for awhile 
la Bonne even doubted whether she had the 
common understanding of children. She was 
soon, however, satisfied that there was no na- 
tural deficiency in the little girl ; neither did 
she despair of soon forming her according to 
the belle ideale which she had in her mind. 
Nor was the governess deficient in the mea- 
sures which she took to secure her end, for 
the children of this world have this advan- 
tage over those whose interest is in the afiairs 
of the next, inasmuch as they have no con- 
tending feelings— the present world is their 
object, their only and sole object They may, 
indeed, have some passing alarms respecting 
what may follow death, and might be glad 
to evade the consequences of their evil actions 
in the world to come ; but they never distract 
their minds irom present things by anxioot 
thoughts respecting the future life* They 
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pursue the world, and only the woild, till the 
world passes from them ia the last moment 
of their lives, unless touched by a divine 
handy and brought to a stand by a power 
superior to their own ; — a statement of the 
case, which may perhaps be questioned by 
people in general, but which cannot be doubt- 
ed when this fact is understood, that through- 
oat the whole heathen earth, we have not 
upon record a single prayer made in health 
and' prosperity, for celestial happiness. 

It is for some earthly good, and for that 
only,- that the multifarious prayers of the un- 
godly are poured forth to the objects of their 
idolatry. But la Bonne had no objects of 
worship but herself and the world. She was 
a disciple of the modern school, and her m<H 
rality was little else than expediency, with a 
continual reference of that expediency to her 
own advancement in society. It was expe- 
dient that she should render Sophie as agree* 
able in the eyes of the world as Pauline was 
already accounted to be, in order that her own 
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credit as an instructress might grow thereby;, 
and as I before remarked, she bent her whola 
soul to this purpose^ using that worldly wis- 
dom which is more perfect in its way than 
the wisdom of the child of God, inasmuch as 
that the wisdom which is from above, when 
admitted into the heart of man, is continually 
oouoteracted by the natural corruption of that 
heart ; hence the inconsistencies, weaknesses, 
and imperfections, ever visible in the people 
of God, whereby the Church of Christ is 
btought to shame from age to age in the eyes 
of the world, and its members counted but as 
silly sheep, wandering over the dark hiUs of 
this earth, and having no hope but in the 
Shepherd, who will assuredly guide them, err- 
ing as they are, by his words of wisdom, into 
a place of safety, which otherwise they could 
never attain. However, la Bonne erred not 
in her path, but rather went right forward to 
her object. Perceiving that the little girl had 
acquired some ideas of religion which she did 
not approve, she carefully avoided reminding 
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lttd» ms 1 before said, been introdaced into 
the Simday erening assemblies of her young 
companions, and these re-anions had already 
begun to exert snch an infloence oyer her 
heart as in a certain degree to supersede all 
tjOkcr feding. Since this introduction her 
ndnd and manners had lost all that had re- 
mained of youthful simplicity, and from one 
Sunday to another she referred all her actions 
to the decision which might be passed upon 
them by her little coterie. 

One evil effect of these assemblies was re- 
markable, above all others, in the elder sister, 
when the younger was brought home, and 
this was, that feeling herself to be the mem- 
ber of a society which had the manners of 
the world, she could not accommodate her- 
self to the ways of a child of four years old. 
Pauline had already relinquished her dolls, 
I will not say her toys, for she had only ex- 
changed one sort for another fitter for an 
older baby, and she could not be prevailed 
upon to take them up to please the little one. 
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Accordingly, for some time she took no 
notice of her sister ; but when she observed 
that her infant beaaty attracted the attention 
of those about her, she grew jealous of her, 
and this. feeling long remained with h^, 
though, in after life, she felt it due to her 
own character not to let it appear to the 
world. But as it is not the history of Paa- 
line that I can enlarge upon, having but 
•little information beyond what I have already 
given respecting her younger years, I shall 
merely say, that the governess met with no 
interruption in her plans with either sister, 
which were entirely built on the basis of the 
new philosophy, at that time so prevalent on 
the continent, excepting at the period when 
it was thought proper by Monsieur de 
Levrat thathis daughters should be confirmed 
and admitted to the holy ftupper, previous to 
which, according to the rules of their na- 
tional churchy they were to go through a sort 
of examination from the minister of the dis- 
trict or parish. 
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Accordingly, in preparation for this exa- 
mination, it was necessary that something 
must be learnt, and the Geneva catechism, 
as offering the speediest and most approved 
method for obtaining the requisite informa- 
tion, was purchased and put into their 
hands, in order that as much of its conteats 
as might be barely sufficient to enable them 
to pass through the required forms of the 
church without disgracing their friends, 
might be committed to memory ; which end 
being obtained, the means were forgotten, 
and in the true spirit of the popery of the 
human heart, the form having been attended 
to, the catechism was thrown aside, and aB 
completely forgotten as if it had never ex- 
isted ; whilst Mademoiselle, by whom I wisb 
my reader to understand that I me^n the 
governess, recommenced her. efforts for ren** 
dering her pupils complete in the eyes of 
the fashionable world, with an energy which 
seemed to have gathered strength from the 
momentary pause. And here it mi^t be re* 
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• 

marked^ although I profess myself to be as 
impartial as every true historian ought to be, 
that if the little analysis of religion which 
the young people had been made to leam» 
and the governess to teach, had contained 
only one single simple statement of any 
truth, that truth could not have entirely 
fallen to the ground without some effect, for 
thus saith the Scripture, (Isaiah Ivi. 11,) 
'* The word that goeth forth out of my 
mouth shall not return unto me void, but it 
shall accomplish that which I please, and it 
shall )>rosper in the thing whereunto I send it/* 
But inasmuch as the volume we speak of 
left not a trace behind it on the minds of 
those who had been occupied with it, we 
fear that we must acknowledge either that 
the Scripture is false, or the little volume not 
conformed thereunto^ since it had missed so 
entirely of its aim in the instance alluded 
to ; for this I firmly believe, that the Word 
of God never fails of producitig the effect 
whereunto it is sent, either of awakening the 
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aoul flrom the deep of death unto the spirit oi 
life, or of exciting that irritation which per^ 
mits not the hearer to enjoy that fatal re- 
pose which is the death of the soul. 

But to leave these digressions, and to re- 
turn to our history. The efforts of the go- 
verness were so successful, that when that 
discreet personage found it expedient to leave 
her pupils, in order to travel with an Eng- 
lish family to Rome, she had the pleasure of 
thinking that she did not leave behind her 
in Geneva two young people who dressed 
and danced in a superior style to her pupils, 
or who had more of the Parisian accent in 
spcuking the language of the country. 

After the departure of their preceptress, 
the two sisters did not remain long in a 
single state, for Pauline was the happy and 
distinguished individual who was first mar- 
ried from the little coterie to which she be- 
longed ; and Sophie followed her sister's ex- 
ample in less than three years. And now, 
having advanced thus far in my history, it 
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is necessary (for the sake of such of my 
Feaders as are not much acquainted with 
what passes on the eastern side of the Jura,) 
that I should explain the hints already giyen 
respecting the assemblies of young people, 
which must hitherto have appeared perfectly 
ttdintelligible, inasmuch as the singular cus- 
tom to which I refer has no existence, I be- 
lieve, beyond the valleys of Switzerland. 

Tb^e assemblies of young girls on the 
Sunday evenings are formed when they are 
children, and often from the ages of four to 
five, and generally by mothers attached to 
each other, having often themselves been 
members of a similar Society, and wishing 
t^t their children should be connected in the 
same way. When they think that the num- 
ber of those who are proposed are sufficient, 
they then refuse any more, and the Society 
iasaid to be closed. 

These young girls meet every Sunday in 
the winter, and amuse themselves as they 
please f they are watched in their infancy, 

c3 
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ai)d as they advance in years are gradually 
left to themselves. These Societies are thus 
arranged : — Each Society is only composed 
of single girls until one of its own members 
is married y at which time an entire revolu- 
tion in its plans take place. The Society in 
its original form is supposed to be closed, 
and when re*Qpened admits gentlemen ; suck 
of its members as have not been confirmed or 
taken the sacrament generally waiting to as- 
sist at this new kind of assembly till these 
forms have been duly observed. 

When these arrangements are all complete, 
that is, when one marriage has taken place, 
and all the members who are old enough 
have been confirmed, the gentlemen who 
wish to be of the Society which is about to 
be re-opened then make it their business to 
get an introduction to some young lady of 
the Society, in the hope that she may be in- 
duced to recommend him. A general meet- 
ing of the young ladies is then held, at which 
each young person produces a list of the gen- 
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Uf^tten candidales who have applied to her. 
A general list is then made out^ and an ex- 
press invitation sent to eacb gentleman to 
meet tfao Society at die house of the new* 
married lady^ and from that time these gen* 
tlemen have a right to meet the assembly 
e^ery Sunday erening without farther in- 
vitation : it is also' taken for granted that 
softer the re-opening, the fathers of the young 
ladies have a right to be members of the So- 
ciety, and from this time no changes take 
place in this Society excepting such as accrue 
from die marriage of young ladies, when the 
ho^ands of these young ladies become 
members of course. 

"ft flbould be observed/' remarked the lady 
who fiivoured me with the information given 
above, " that these re-unions give great ad* 
vantages to women, inasmuch as that by 
introducing their husbands to their Sunday 
assemblies, they also introduce them to their 
relations and friends ; and if it should so 
happen that they should marry a man whose 
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Situation in life is not equal to their own, 
they bi ing their husbands into the circle in 
which they themselves have been accustomed 
to move ; but the same advantage is not de- 
rived by the man, for ho cannot introduce 
his wife into the Society into which he has 
been admitted ; he may be invited to his 
Society without his wife, but a woman cannot 
be invited without her husband. You may 
understand from this that mothers are very 
scrupulous regarding the choice of the young 
girls who are admitted into the same So- 
ciety with their daughters, and who are to 
form with them a friendship which may last 
for their lives, observing carefully that their 
rank in life should be the same. The eldest 
and youngest members of these Societies 
have seldom more than four years^ difference 
in their age. It is particularly (say the na* 
tives of Geneva) at the two extremes of life 
that these Societies are precious, for the pur- 
poses for which they are formed ; in infancy 
these young girls gain, by mixing with num* 
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bert) (for theie are addom less than twdrs dr 
filltew in each Society,) the habit of ae- 
coBiaiodating to each other, and of being 
coiD(rfai8ant ; in short, they are exposed by 
these Societies to that sort of friction which 
polishes young pec^e. 

*' These are the advantages, (say the higher 
dasses at Geneva,) to be obtained in youth 
by these Societies : still later in life, other 
advantages are said to arise from them. 
When other engagements have succeeded — 
when other associations with new people de- 
mand a portion of the time, with what de- 
light do they meet again those friends, who 
have been their companions from infancy ! 
-—(heir sentiments, their recollections, their 
interests, all, even to their ages, being con- 
formed ; because being nearly of the same 
standing in life, they grow old together with* 
out remarking the changes in each other.*' 

My reader will excuse my entering into this 
long detail, which I can assure him to be 
gennine, bearing within itself the evidences 
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of having been written in a foreign lan- 
guage ; for in translating it from the origi- 
nal, my anxiety to adhere closely to this ac- 
county which was given me by a lady of dts** 
tinction in Geneva, has led me, I see, to full 
into several modes of expression which are 
not entirely English. Neither is it my object 
to condemn these associations as utterly use^ 
less, though wholly, I think, inapplicable to 
a religious state of society, from the single 
circumstance of assemblies which are not for 
the purpose of religion, having a regular re- 
currence on the Lord^s day. 

I have said that the two sisters married 
early: the one being the first of her class 
who entered into that state, which, with the 
Divine blessing, is the most happy conditio^' 
of human life; and as much the contraiy, 
when not attended with that blessing. The 
husband of Pauline was a man of large for- 
tune, a merchant, and of one of the best 
families in the city. We shall call him Pre- 
vot ; though we do not say that this was w^ 
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toaOy his name. As to the rest, he was a 
man of an ordinary character. On the other 
handy Sophie had rather been influenced by 
a pleasing amiable character, and an agree- 
able exterior^ in her acceptance of a partner 
for life^ than by riches. Her husband was a 
younger son^ of a small fortune, and actually 
engaged as a sort of inferior partner in the 
house of his brother-inJaw, M. Prevot. 
Notwithstanding which, M. Roquenord was 
a gentleman both by birth and education, 
and a person to whom M. Levrat could not 
object, although be would have preferred a 
richer man. 

When Madame Roquenord was married, 
her sister had already two daughters; and 
Madame Prevot having one day assembled 
at her house as many of the little association 
to which she had belonged ever since her 
sixth year as the changes attendant on 
this ever-varying scene would permit, the fol- 
lowing conversation ensued. The place 
\9imh they bad selected for spending this 
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evMung was in an open balcony ct the honae 
of Monsieur Levrat, overhanging the prome- 
nade of La TraiUe, (for Madame Prevot and 
her husband had lived with their fiaither ever 
since their sister's marriage.) 

This promenade is a terrace of most ex- 
traordinary beauty, commanding a smiling 
▼alley, which on one side is enclosed by the 
stony heights of the Saleves, and on the 
other by the long Une of the Jora, seen as 
fiir as where these mountains terminate ab- 
ruptly at the Pas PEcluse, leaving a deep 
rocky bed in the bottom for the escape €^ 
the Rhone into the valleys of France, be- 
tween itself and the still bolder acclivities of 
the Oouache ; thus together forming the 
western boundary of the valley, whilst the 
undulating range of the many hills, which 
bear the august appellation of the mountains 
of Zion, terminate the southern prospect 

Such were the scenes which lay extended 
before the young people collected in the bal- 
cony ; and whilst they looked upon the hilk 
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SO dear to every native of their own sweet 
valley^ their hearts began to glow towards 
each other ; and, whilst under these impres- 
sions^ some of them recurred to days and 
seasons past, and others seemed more dis- 
posed to look to future times, and at length 
i.t was proposed that every one then present, 
(if ever it should so happen that those then 
single should marry and have daughters,) 
should consider herself as bound to asso- 
ciate them with those of her companions, so 
far as circumstances would possibly permit. 

This proposal was unanimously admitted, 
though two mothers were then only present, 
viz. Madame Prevot and Madame St. Clare ; 
the first of whom had already two daughters, 
and the second one. And these two young 
ladies then resolved that, as soon as their 
children were of a proper age, this re-union 
in another generation should commence with- 
out loss of time. 

*' You have the advantage of me, I con- 
fess," said Madame Roquenqrd ; " but not, I 
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trusty by so many years, bat that a daughter 
of nuDe may be old enough to join the party 
at no remote distance of time after its esta- 
blishment. And I have often thought what 
pride we mothers shall have, in decorating 
our children for their Sunday re-unions, and 
telling them how it was with us when the 
happy day arrived, on which we were first 
counted old enough to be introduced to the 
Sunday parties. At least,^ she added, gaily, 
'' if I may speak for one, I never thought so 
much of myself as when my maid, having 
pressed me for my first introduction to the 
assembly, which was that evening at your 
mother's house, Madame St. Clare, gave 
me my gloves and fan, and bade me remem- 
ber that I was no longer a baby, but a pretty 
i^ademoiselle, who was expected to sit still 
iu her chair, and speak handsomely when 
addressed.^' 

''And I remember more,^ said Madame 
Prevot ; " viz. how we quarrelled when we 
ca^ie home, Sophie; and how La Bo^ne 
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threatened to put you in penitence becanae 
you maintained that you were as good, and 
wise, and discreet, as your elder sister." 

'' That may well be,^ replied Sophie, lauglH 
ingly ; '' though I do not remember it, for 
my honours were then new, and all blushing 
rosy red upon my young brow ; and we all 
know that wiser heads than mine have found 
it hard to carry themselves aright, when thus 
arrayed. But to leave my follies in oblivion, 
let it be remembered by all here present, that 
I sign the compact, and that my daughter is 
to have the privilege of membership in the 
proposed association.^' 

** Be it so,^ said Madame St. Clare ; and 
she called every young lady present to wit* 
ness the agreement. After which, other sub- 
jects were discussed, and the evening ter- 
minated as gaily as it had commenced. Nei- 
ther did the party disperse till the golden 
hues of the mountains had faded into the 
violet, and the violet had passed away into 
the pale, sad shades of parting twilight. 
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It k often wdl that we cannot look for- 
ward to the erents of a year, a montb, a day, 
or even an hoar. What would Madame Ro- 
quenord have felt, could she have known that 
•he was never again to meet on earth with 
many she had seen that evening ; but so it 
was. M. Prevot had much intercourse with 
the city of London, and had an acting part- 
ner always in that place. A letter was re- 
ceived the next day^ informing the Geneva 
house that the partner in London was dead : 
it was necessary not only that some respon- 
sible person should go over immediately to 
Knglandy but also that that person should re- 
main there* M. Prevot proposed the jour- 
ney to his brother-in-law. M. Roquenord 
was willing to undertake it» but it could not 
b« thought that he would separate himself 
(Whu kia wiISn to whom he was toiderly at- 
laehed ; nor touk) Sophie hesitate for one 
i«K«i¥Hit b^twtd^Hi ker cou0tvy» bowerer dear 
^t e^Mjiisilvy migkl bi^» and ker kvsband. 
^k^ tWitfim r>««im^ k e rwi f for tke joor- 
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ney, and within a very few days found her- 
self on the road to Paris ; ai^riving in Eng- 
land within the fortnight of her leaving 
Geneva. What her thoughts and feelings 
were on finding herself in a strange land, (for 
she had hardly felt France to be quite a 
strange land, inasmuch as she still heard her 
own language spoken J I cannot pretend to 
say ; yet it appears that after awhile she be* 
came not only reconciled to England, but so 
fond of itf that she would often say^ '' Could 
I but see anything like a hill, and would the 
sun but shine as frequently as it does in my 
own sweet land, I think that I could bring 
my mind to spend the rest of my days in 
this new country." But Sophie had a father 
in Switzerland^ and although M. de Levrat 
had been too much occupied by business to 
give much time to his daughters, yet it is 
painful to think that an aged father may de- 
scend into the grave, and his child may see 
him no more. This was, however, to be the 
case with Sophie: M. de Levrat died su'^ 

d3 
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denly, 600n after his daaghter^s arrival in 
England, thus snapping her strongest tie to 
ber native land. 

The business of M. Roquenord lay in Lon- 
don, but he procured a bouse for his wife in 
one of the neat and elegant villages in its 
vicinity ; and there he dined and slept, re- 
turning every day, after breakfast, to his 
counting-house. 

Sophie had never been entirely dependent 
on society ; yet, at first, she found th<e hours 
hang heavy when left by her husband. It 
was winter — ^the days were short and gloomy. 
It is common for people to be wholly unac- 
quainted with their next-door neighbours in 
the neighbourhood of London; but Sophie 
was peculiarly situated as it regarded hers. 
She was living in the skirts of a village, and 
the house she occupied formed one building 
with another, the gardens being only divided 
by a slight iron railing, insomuch so, that 
when she stood at the window of her dress- 
ing-room, where she generally spent the 



THE LITTLB MOMIB&E. 81 

moroiog, she coold see the fiatinily walking 
ia the garden, and could even hear their ▼oiees. 
This family consisted of a gentleman and a 
lady, with two little girls, the youngest of 
whom could just trot along the gravel walks, 
when held by the hands of her elders. She 
might be nearly two years old, the other might 
be four. There was an old grandmother also, 
who used to come out on a sunny day with 
one or other of the family ; and there seemed 
to be old servants too, who belonged to the 
household ; and an old dog, with other appen- 
dages which spoke of a family in its own 
country — all of which were interesting in the 
eyes of Sophie, who, as we said before, in 
the absence of her husband, was condemned 
to many lonely and melancholy hours; for 
she had not yet been taught to seek that ex- 
haustless source of real comfort, which as a 
fountain insinuating its course through the 
rocky fissures of a snowy mountain, and 
bursting forth in the valleys below, becomes 
even more abundant when the plains are 
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parclied with the draughts of sammer— even 
that comfort which is eternal as the moun- 
tains and rich as the treasures of the snow. 
And here another remark might be added, 
tending to magnify the power of the Re- 
deemer, viz. that as the consolations of the 
world depend on its visible presence, those 
of religion are independent of all external 
circumstances; for, as says the Prophet, 
(Habakkuk iii. 17J ''Although the fig-tree 
shall not blossom, neither shall fruit be in the 
vine ; the labour of the olive shall fail, and 
the fields shall yield no meat ; the flocks shall 
be cut off from the fold, and there shall be 
no herd in the stalls : yet will I rejoice in Uie 
Lord, I will joy in the God of my salvation.^ 
The business of the house, and of the 
affairs which had been left in perplexity by 
the deceased partner, in the meantime pressed 
more and more on M. Roquenord ; his ab- 
sences in consequence were longer and longer, 
and when he was at home he was necessarily 
more abstracted. His Sundays, which had 
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formerly been devoted to his wife, were also 
given to his books, though in private, and at 
his country-house ; and thus poor Madam 
Roquenord was condemned to an almost per- 
petual solitude ; and in consequence, through 
the divine blessing, she was driven to reflec- 
tion, and by reflection brought to consider 
many subjects which had never occupied her 
seriously before. It was then that the hours 
of infancy recurred to her memory, and the 
little habitation of Janet Keller in the Pr6 
TEveque, with all those simple exercises of 
religion to which she had then been accus- 
tomed. Some few broken passages of the 
holy songs which she had then learnt re- 
curred to her mind, and among these, one es< 
pecially which spoke of the Lord as the Father 
of the fatherless. I have not the passage, it 
was taken from an exceedingly old and scarce 
collection of sacred songs — I therefore can- 
not give it ; but whilst singing this verse 
again and again, as she sate alone, her hands 
being occupied with her pencil, she much la- 
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xnented that she could recollect no more of 
the hymn ; and having no other book by her 
on the subject of religion, she turned to the 
copy before mentioned of the Geneva cate- 
chism, which she had studied before confir- 
mation, and which by accident had found it- 
self in one of her trunks. 

The first part of this little volume afforded 
some interesting instruction to Madame Ro- 
quenord, who had actually forgotten the out- 
line which it gives of sacred history ; and 
having never studied that history in the 
Bible itself, she was entirely in the dark re- 
specting it ; but when arrived at the doctri* 
nal parts of the catechism, her progress 
seemed to be at a stand, and the very first 
answer of the third section confounded her 
beyond measure. It was this : " We acknow- 
ledge as divine the Jewish religion and the 
Christian." Then, thought Sophie, there are 
two true religions, and if both are divine, I 
might choose either one or the other. But I 
was baptized into the Christian religion — I 
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live in a Christian country — all things being 
considered, I will then choose to be a Chris- 
tian. 

It would have been well had a pious friend 
been present to have told Sophie that there 
is but one faith , and that this faith is the 
same which has been acknowledged by all the 
holy men of God, from the time of righteous 
Abel until the present day, of which the ob- 
ject is the divine Trinity in unity, and the end 
the redemption of the chosen seed, according 
to the everlasting counsels of the Godhead. 

Btit Madame Roquenord having judged 
that it would be more convenient and proper 
for her to be a Christian rather than a Jew, 
proceeded with much self-gratiilation to per- 
fect herself in the character she had thus 
wisely chosen ; and in consequence went on 
to the next question, which seemed to come 
in most naturally, viz. ** In what consists the 
Christiai^ religion/' 

Madame Roquenord did not want sense 
6r ingenuity, neither yrw^ her powers of rea^ 
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Boning BO weak as those of women are gene- 
rally supposed to be ; therefore, upon com- 
paring one part of the catechism with an- 
other, she formed to herself, with an accuracy 
which did credit to the clearness of h^ 
bead, as perfect a creed as her authorized 
instructor, viz. the catechism of her church, 
that is, the national church of Geneva, could 
supply : of which the unity of Grod-^the 
right of Christ to be called the only Son of 
God on account of his miraculous birth*— 
the excellence of his nature, and his inti^ 
mate union with God**-the help which God 
gives to the believer to perform good works-^ 
the remission of sins through faith in JesiDs 
Christ — ^repentance, andJeading a better life, 
formed the most important articles. Aldiough 
Madame Roquenord was certainly mucA 
puzzled respecting two assertions made ni 
different portions of the catechism ; first, that 
the sins of the believer are to be pardoned 
through faith and repentance; and, aganoi, 
that in the day of judgment every man mil 
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be judged according to his works; these 
things appeared, in some degree, irreconcile* 
able to her, yet, " all things considered, I must 
change my Ufe,'' she said ; *' I must abstain 
from evil, do good, and watch without ceasing 
over my conduct, for I know not the hour of 
my death, nor that of judgment." Being 
arrived at this point, she set herself to work 
out her own salvation by a severity and 
strictness of life, which, like a cord of hemp, 
she pulled tighter and more tight every day, 
hoping to find that peace by these obser- 
vances, which she remembered, though im- 
perfectly, on the countenance of Janet 
Keller ; and it was when having tried to esta- 
blish her own merits for several months, 
without finding what she sought, that she 
wag one morning surprised by a visit fromi 
her neighbours, the gentleman coming for- 
ward and addressing her with much kindness, 
and apologizing for not having called before, 
by a simple statement of the truths viz. that 
IP a place so large as London, or even in the 

E 
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BeighbQurhiQQd of London, it was nev«r safe 
to form hasty acquaintance with persons even 
of the most respectable appearance. 

Madame Roquenord acknowledged the 
truth of this, and her visitors then proceeded 
to sc^, that having been accidentally (or 
rather providentially, as might be hoped) 
made acquainted with the history and cim 
enmstances of their neighbour, they wei« 
^me to offer *the solace of their friendship 
to her who was a stranger in a foreign lend ; 
and then the gentleman proceeded to state 
to his new aqquaintance the circumstances of 
his own family : his. name, he said, was Sey** 
moor, he was a clergyman ; the only son of a 
widowed mother, who. resided with hi»» 
possessing a modenMie fortune, but fiom a 
weakness of voice unable to undertake tlia 
regular service of a church, yet ready to 
help a brother in the occasional duties oS 
the sacred profession ; married to the lady oC 
hie choice^ and blessed with two little girls^ 
ioilil4rf'dM»esticiUfe, but having no ol^tipii 
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«l8D to weMT a more sunny tMpect; fori-W 
husband's countenance began to assume a& 
appearance of less care, and the dehghtful 
society of her new acquaintance, under whose 
roof she spent several hours each morning; 
added much to her happiness. She lutd her 
chair, and table, and especial comer in the 
drawing-room of her friends, and there she 
heard and saw all that passed, was preseni 
when Lucy, Mr. Seymour's eldest daughter^ 
received her lessons ; and when the father 
endeavoured to lead the mind of his little 
girl in the way of holiness ; when he conversed 
with his wise and venerable mother, or rean} 
to his assembled family; and it was theve 
that she first became acquainted with^titt 
Bible* r i 

It is too much the error of reUgions pen- 
sons to despise elegant literature and scsenee^ 
the one being valuable from the insigbt .it 
4{ives to the work of Qod in die mtod a£ 
men, the other to the work of God in tilt 
material world— ^ sort of prepossession which 
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-gitet a eofuraesestt of maimer and poverty of 
ideas even to the best of persons, and ren- 
ders it diffiCftlt for the children of Qod to 
keep up a frequent intercourse with their 
JeUoW'^creaiures, without falling into that sort 
tsi aoQTerBatioD which at best is unfruitful, 
jmd never agreeable, viz. the gossip supplied 
by the events and circumstances which take 
fihiot in the Mttle circle in which they reside ; 
^nd although such persons no doubt make it 
their endeavour to bring Uie circumstances 
ibey speak of in this manner to the test of 
Imtb, condemning only that which is un- 
pleasing in the sight <^ God^ and speaking 
well only of that which is agreeable in the 
eyes of their heavenly Father, yet I beheve 
that in all cases where conversation is con- 
fined to a narrow circle, it is apt to sink into 
personal censure, and into the cond«nnation 
t>f habits and actions which are not exactly 
dutowo. It is often pleaded that in this 
life there is no time for any speculations 
«diifeh do not directly belong to the eternal 

E 3 



THB kkTTL£ VOVICRf. 

interesto of the so«U or lo Ibe needfiil 81l|^- 
fiort of the body. Bat why them has tiie 
Ahnighty spread hefeie fak creainres aadi aa 
infinite Tariety of objects for sapplying intd- 
lectuai feasts ? Why are our fieUa and 
mountsins so riehly divenified with bads and 
flowers of every hoe? why is nature ao 
exquisitely beautiful, and why are her laws 
so skilfully arranged, but for aa exercise of 
our faculties ? why are the reed and string 
so formed as to produce the most ravishing 
sounds? why are the air and water filled 
with creatures so wonderfully constructed ? 
and finally^ wherefore are the minds of some 
individuals ao conformed, as to enable them 
to take of these materials thus provided by 
nature, and to form with them tbatwbicti 
would appear almost like a new creation P — if 
these are not given for the solace and delight 
of the children of Ood in their passage to 
that state of being in which all the divine 
works of the Almighty in this lower world 
will be developed, and will then appear in a 
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ntdte of glory indesctibable. Is the progress 
of the travdler impeded by the ardour with 
vrhich he admires the beauties which preseat 
themselves in his course ? Or do we asceiid 
the mountains of the land of our fathers^ 
those almost unparalleled exhibitions of the 
divine power, the more slowly, or with the 
less ardour, because we taste and feel their 
wonders more decidedly than the dull plodder 
by our side, who sees nothing on the hoary 
Alpine heights but the stones that strike 
against his foot? No— -let it no longer be 
questioned but that there may be piety in 
the enjoyment of the works of God, as dis- 
played not only in the natural, but the intel- 
lectual world ; and this was a sentiment of 
Mr. Seymour's, and a sentiment which gave 
a charm to his conversation, which was felt 
not only by Madame Roquenord, but by her 
husband, long before they could appreciate 
the value of his character in reference to his 
clear views of Scripture, and strength and 
sincerity of his faith ; for Mr. Sevmour took 
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Mine dme to obtain tha coafide&oe 6f Ma^ 
dame Roquenord, before be vrnitnred to preas 
ber doeely respecting ber ideas of religion, 
wbtcb be truly judged to be entirely fiilse^ 
Bat at length finding such an opportunitT' at 
he desired, when she was complainittg of 
some faflnres in her laborious course of sel& 
imposed duties, and the badtwardfiess of 4er 
heart in the services of God, he surprised h«ff 
by the sudden question, ''And how, madame, 
should you expect it to be otherwise with 
you r 

** Why, my good friend,'^ replied Madamo 
Roquenord, <' have I not laboured for weeks 
past in the execution of my duties acoonliiig 
to the advice given in the twenty-thitd section 
of the catechism of the church of my native 
country, in hopes to obtain what is there pro- 
mised, namely, ' the perfection of the faculties 
of my mind and body — the enjoyment of a 
pleasing sense of existence-^the removal of 
enitu^— a deliverance from evil thoughts, aiv4 
the advancement of the health of my soul V 



AM ^k^^thvLvtl obtained but asi imttBM&oi 
4oitbt,.%v9ftry and paiAfnl feelUigs^ aod mAt 
an augmentation of weariness^ that to let 
yoQ into a sesret^ I am so tired of my own 
company tha t ^ 

AxiA here she hesitated, and Mr. Seymour 
taking..her up, added, *' That of the two evils 
you pr^er our soeiety to the solitude of youyr 
own house.^ 

'* Pardcm me, sir/' said Madame Roque^ 
nerd ; ^' but I might have said with more 
troth, that I prefer the company of my maid 
to being left to myself, and am glad of any 
is;i^cu«e to leave my laborious duties unfi- 
Bidled ; yet. you, who are a religious man, 
nak ate how I should expect it to be othmr* 

•. " Seeause," replied Mr. Seymoar, *' I n^- 
f^> ;yet understood how a sick man could be 
$ured by. feeding and administering to his 
^is^fises; or how a fire is to be put out .by 
adding fuel to the flame*" 

' ' Yott 9peak enigmas, sir,^ said Sophie. ^ 
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** I a«k," retttincd Mr. Seynonr, " wlie- 
t]i«r you are sick or well— I speak with re- 
finrence to your soul ?" 

•♦Sick,'' replied Sophie; "^k aad aad, 
and tired of myself; full of vain thoughts, 
knowiog tbat my soul ought to be caced for, 
and feeling it to be an intolerable burthea 
to perform those duties whereby it must he 

saved." 

•' What may these be?'' asked Mn Sey- 

mour. 

" Good works/' replied Madame Roqoa- 

nord. 

" Come, come," said Mr- Seymour, ** let 
OS leave all this, beliering that you are so far 
instructed in human affairs, dear madam, as 
to know that all attempts which man has 
ever made to work for himself a perfect 
righteousness from the beginning of time to 
the present day have utterly failed. We will 
now proofed to something better and mmre 
satisfactory ;"— and the worthy gentlemfeui 
then went on to open oat the whole outline of 
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sahpstion by Christ ^Mir IxMnd, not ^s ataftod 
io too many of our natioaal cboftshes 9mA 
assemblies o( nonimal ChristiaDs, wbereio 
salvatiOB is represented as a sort of patcb- 
work garment^ conposod of tbe rags aad 
sbreds.ctf maa^s rigbteousness^ helped outby 
tbe in^ts of Christy to- be' pat cm or off 
aft Uie pltesure of tbe eieatuie; but as a 
robe of rigbteousness, complete in glory and 
basRiiy:, witbottt spot or slain, providad fos 
die elect through the death and obedsexide of 
tbe Son, before tbe fbandati(»i of the worlds 
aeoo^ing to the will of tbe Father, *^ for 
God so Ifvvvd the world' that he gave his only 
begotten Son, that whosoever betieveth iw 
biiQ should not perish, hut have everlaseing 
1^'' (John ill. 16.) 

finob wiere the leading doetrines taught by 
Mr. Seymour to Madame Roquenord, though 
iara-fom far more amplified* than I loiVte gvfen 
tfasm ; for feeling that 1 am not yet amred 
ai.ihe history 6f the real hesdne of my little 
teiy^ Lamaiotiinclmed «omdar^ in this place, 
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ftfid yet it is necess&ry that I sboald praeMd 
one step further in describing the Gbniiliim 
progress of Madame Roqnenord. This hidy 
being delivered from the deadly here^ «o 
natural to man, and so prevalent in every dime 
and region of the earth» through every form of 
fake and idolatrous worship, the next error 
into which she fell was that of doubt respoet- 
ing the application of the promises to her 
own state* She saw indeed the fulness and 
the freeness of salvation, as it respected Uie 
children of God throughout the whole earth, 
yet still she could not apply the promises to 
herself; and why, forsooth? — because she 
was not worthy. 

*^ Still looking at self/' said Mr. Seymour, 
^* instead of to the Saviour ; and he pointed 
out to her the history of the braaen serpent 
in Leviticus, asking her what she should bs«e 
thought of any individual among tbeooor 
gregations of Israel who had refused to haive 
looked at the brazen serpent V^ 

** E^er,"^ she replied, '' that be di4 lift 
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fiod tiie need of bealmg, or doubted (be 
pofwer of God to heal through the serpent*^ 

** You are uot^ my dear lady/'- replied Mr. 
Seymour, *^ amongst those who doubt their 
need of the physician. Am I then to sup- 
pose that you are among those who doubt his 
power? Do you look on Christ our Lord as 
die Redeemer of the church, or as the helper 
and assistant only ?" 

** As the Redeemer,'' she replied, '* in the 
fiillest sense of the word." 

** Was it reason that revealed this mystery 
to you ?'' asked Mr. Seymour. 

^* Ko," replied Sophie, ** these things are 
above reason." 

. « This mystery," returned Mr. Seymour, 
" is revealed to the redeemed, not by man's 
vsasoD, or by historic evidence, which is 
merely human, but byOod the Father, and it 
ktevealed only to the redeemed. This know- 
ledge is the white stone, on which a name is 
written, known only to the forty and four 
4bo88and, and this knowledge is the surety 
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irom on high, not thst yov will be saved, 
bat dmt joa are eaved, that ycm are a child 
of Ctod«-a member of the chureh which- is 
above — a dtizen of Zion— a branch of the 
tree of fife — a jewel hi the ciown of the 
King^ of king& And whereas^ before yon 
■aw the Redeemer, yoor ery might well be, 
* Lord, save me, I perish,' your song moat now 
be thanksgiying for redemption finaflhed; aid 
hfBiceforward haying been reoeifed into yoar 
Father's family, it behoves you to look to Ood 
the Spirit for smiclification, for justification 
comes first, and sanctification follows; bnt 
yon have looked first for sanctification; and 
experiencing it not because you wanted failh^ 
your doubts prevailed, and yon eoanled your- 
self ready to perish." 

In this manner Mikdarae Roquenord waa 
led on step by step fVom the darkness of. a 
state of spiritual death, into the fiill, blight^ 
cheering light of the gospel day. Nor wsa 
it possible for her in such a state of mmd 
not>to have the most acdeat aspiratiomr lifter 
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Ibe spiritual health of her httsbaod. She 
was BOi, however, loog left in anxiety r»- 
apecUiig him, for he was pieseatly brought 
to reeeive the trath, aad then indeed waa the 
Ikde society formed by the two fitniiUes, 
Uessed in idl its members, having as it were 
bat one heart, and meeting together daily, 
iike the Christians in the primitive church, 
taiinitein pmyer, and praise, and instructive 
ccDversations, whilst the little ones of the 
ifamily were as it were the common property 
and deligbt of both honsehdids, being always 
consigned to the care of Madame Roqaenord, 
when Mr. and Mrs. S^moor were unable to 
aitteiid to them. It was at thid time that 
JMadasae RoqueniMd was made happy in the 
birth of a little girl, who was named Sophie 
afterher mother. The parents of the younger 
Sophie bad been married two years before 
Aey were blessed in having a child. The 
tiaxe had been in which they had murmufred 
«t the delay of their wishes in this respect ; 
(Ihoy now aduio wledged the goodness of Qod 
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it^-^my own fair native city, once the seiA 
of holy men, who were as burning and 
shining lights to an infidel world, whea 
will scenes like thesie take place within thee; 
when will those re-4inions of thy infant 
daughters^ which ancient custom has esta« 
bUshed, be converted, by believing parents, 
to the purposes of holiness instead of those 
of vanity and folly, and worse than folly, of 
dissipation, and the profanation of the day of 
the Lord !'' and she lifted up her eyes, glis- 
tening with tears, and beaming with holy 
love and pity for her beloved native land, in 
ardent prayer for a fresh pouring forth of 
heavenly truth on the apostate city of her 
fathers. 

Do prayers like these ascend unheard to 
the throne of Him by whom they w^e in- 
spired; have the children of this fairest of 
earthly cities been led to pray for it in 
vain ? What does experience say ? Although 
the lamp of divine truth which was set in its 
towers through the instrumentality of the ro- 
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formers in oiges gone by, at the hazard of tkfoe, 
of peace) nay, of life itself, has been obscured, 
nay, wholly darkened by the fogs of infi* 
delity arising from the dark atmospheres of 
Clarence and Ferney — though the flame has 
smouldered down in the socket, and the 
enemy has rejoiced in its total extinction, 
yet has it not blazed forth again, and will it 
not continue to pour light on the paths of 
many who some time walked in darkness, till 
the fogs of infidelity shall roll away, as the 
smoke of a furnace. at the coming of the 
Holy One, flashing as lightning from the 
east unto the far distant west? 

And now, having introduced our little So^- 
phie to our readers, and described the happy 
auspices, to use a somewhat heathen expres- 
sion, with which she entered this troublesome 
world, 1 shall henceforth be obliged to confine 
myself to her own more especial history, the 
documents from which I derive the account of 
her parents from this time becoming very 
much more scanty ; neither is much recorded 
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if irtingthe eariy yeara rf littie Stphie^irom 
wkidi it m praMined that the period vfcich 
ptMad fiwB her firat lo her tenth jear.alwhkh 
tiflM wammj changes took phce wfaidi greatly 
afiecled the life of the little girl, was ooeof 
those oaUn and peaceful seasons sometiineB 
Touchsaled to the children of God, which 
lesfe no records behind them to fill the 
pages of the writer; for when one day fol- 
lows another in the quiet interchange of holy 
services and ordinaiy duties, what can be 
said but that God is infinitely kind in with- 
holding the rough winds so long firom the 
frail tenements which shditer oar feeble 
Auroes ? But the infant years of the younger 
Sophie were not only calm, but sunny — not 
only peaceful) but actually happy — ^for month 
passed after month in which this little giii 
experienced only a succession of mercies, de- 
•oeiiding like showers on a field which the 
l^oid hna blessed ; the little darling of two 
pioud fattiilien, afae passed only from one 
house to tttiuthe^ to obtaia confirmation in the 
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ways of holiness, and repeated tokens of the 
tenderest affection. 

Every morning when she arose, she was 
accustomed to hasten, after having received 
the blessing of her parents, to demand the 
same from the elders in the adjoining house ; 
every day she accompanied Lucy and Emily, 
wfaea their morning lessons were concluded, 
to prayers, either in their own room if the 
weather were cold or damp, or in the arbour 
at the bottom of the garden if the season 
were more propitious. Sometimes Lucy and 
sometimes Emily led the -prayer, and they 
always addressed their God as children ad-< 
dress an honoured parent, not as questioning 
Am they were among the redeemed, or that 
t^ieir salvation was doubtful, or that their 
im& would ever rise against them in judg- 
ment^ but possessing that entire and perfect 
confidence which children feel towards a 
(eiider father, being each of them, as it re- 
garded her God, '* not as a stranger or a 
frited, but as a child at home," yet knowing 
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at the same time that a child, howerer leved^ 
might still displease; and th^ 'vveU knew 
what those thtnge weie which were not 
pleasing in the eyes of God, therefoce when 
any one of them had done wrong,| these was 
no rest or peace to their souls till they had 
confessed their ofieaces, and prayed for help 
to enajble them to forsake their 6¥il ways. 
It was a common cause, and a common caiiae 
of humiliation, when any one had thns o& 
fended ; and it was most gratifying to their 
picas parents to be assured that the offence 
of one only would bring all together on tfaccr 
knees, though these things wese nemr 
spoken of in the famfly, for Mr« Seymdir 
loved better that religion ^idnch quietly isflit- 
eiices the tenor of Uie believer's liA^ than 
that which spends itself in woids ; also, bym 
sort of tacit agreement, it was undenitood 
that little Sophie was to spend every Sunday 
aUtemoon, from dinner to tea, with bar be- 
loved young companions, and in coKum^ 
quence, at that period she was always mma 
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going to ibe place where she expeeled' to find 
faer.firictidsyiicidi her Bible and byiim4>ook in 
bar fawid^ and was nerer seea again till tea* 
time, when both feioiliea always met to. finish 
die efsning together in the exercises of 
their religion* These weie their sweetest 
boars, when duis- enjoying that eommnnion^ 
wfaicb the cfaiMren of God only know; Ne^ 
ytfftheiessj this* littk (amily^ had other pleft- 
«Bras/ oyerwhieh the reaftembcance of their 
leKgiotts hours shed a. sort of inferior joy; 
I^hey.huk tbeir walks iiii the fields, and 
«imigs. in an open caisiage! to greater dis* 
tBBces^ilnir idsits together toi the assemhUes 
ofi their feUow^ristmns in the: places of 
piiUi& wmship^ their calls on the cottages of 
tbe.poMr, aild their little, re^^mions .for work«- 
ing and: raading :- in shorty they weoe veiy 
happy^and if sometimesi the tboughi wonid 
intarade thei'Siicb happiness could not beex^ 
peclad to be of very long duration, the . a»- 
-sumnee dial it could be. tcoidbled only £pr a 
/fdurtrlima, asi all tfaangs rigbt agaha. 
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I have remarked before that we have least 
to say of those portions of our past Hvee, in 
which we have enjoyed most happineas, as 
the most successful journey is that in whiefa 
the traveller meets with t he fewest adventures. 
I therefore have very little to add of the nine 
Uessed years which Madame Roquenord 
spent in England ; but if I have little to say 
of this pleasant period, I have less indma* 
tion to dwell upon the events which Ujclk 
place during the tenth year of her remaining 
there^ at which period M. Roquenord, who 
had been ripening fast for glory, as Mr. Sey- 
mour afterwards remarked, for some years 
past, was suddenly cut off by a fever, at the 
very time in which his wife had anticipated a - 
very different dispensation ; for she bad* her 
self inherited a remarkably tender ooostitu* 
tion from her mother, and had always Mt 
persuaded that her husband would survive 
her, and that, she trusted, for many years. 

To be thus suddenly deprived of a hiiB- 
band, in whom she delighted, waa a blow slie 
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bad not expected, and Mr. Seymour was 
pained to see the violent effect it had upon 
her health ; for although she struggled hard 
with her feelings, and struggled in a strength 
above her own, it soon became evident that 
the divine decree which had deprived her of 
the best of husbands, had fixed also an arrow 
in her breast which never would be removed ; 
for although the spirit is willing the flesh is 
v«eak : and indeed it was no doubt in love, 
even that love divine which arranges all 
things for the good of the believer, that 
Madame Roquenord was not permitted to 
reeover the blow which had laid her ph>s* 
tinte, for it became very evident to her friends 
th^t it would not be possible for her long to 
sQf vive her husband, as it appeared soon after 
hia funeral thiat, whether from grief or from 
a cold caught in attendance upon him, her 
chesty which had always been delicate, was 
considiorably affected ; and as it was supposed 
that the winters in England were too long 
a^d J^o cold for her, her ph3^ician urged her 
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Strongly to accept an invitation from liar 
•later, which reached her in reply to the let- 
ter carrying the account of the death of M. 
Roquenord, to repair immediately to Geneva^ 
I shall not enter into any very particular 
enumeration of the various reasons which 
(after many discussions with Mr. Seymour) at 
length induced the widow to separate hereeif 
and her child from the friends who had en- 
deared themselves to her by a long course of 
unvaried kindness, and from the beloved 
young people who were as daughters to her, 
and sisters^ more than sistere, to her little 
girl. Scenes of this kind are painful merely 
in description, and in real life frequently so 
terrible, that we can hardly understand how 
they can be endured without the consolatioa 
of religious hope ; I shall not therefore dwell 
upon them. Su£Eice il; to say^ that Mr. Sey^ 
mour accompanied Madame Roquenord to 
Boulogne, where having seen her and her 
dear child in the hands of a careful iroitarin, 
he returned to bia home, where he doubted 
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not hat that his family woald requite the 
comfort of his presence ; and here we must 
part from this excellent family, to follow our 
londy widow in her long sad journey, which, 
although made as slowly as she conveniently 
could, was not to be prudently delayed, on 
account of the approach of winter, for it was 
already September, when, after leaving Dijon, 
the mountains of Jura first met her eyes. 

It was during this journey that Madame 
Roquenord, who from great weakness was 
often obliged to recline on one of the seats <rf* 
the carriage» whilst her daughter sate oppo- 
site to her, found a consolation far greater 
than she had expected in the society of that 
dear child. It often happens that in a com^- 
pany consisting of several persons forming 
one family, the character of a single child 
does not develope itself. Sophie had been 
80 constantly associated with her two young 
Iriends, and they had so constantly appeared 
together, and partaken so intimately in each 
otber!8 griefs and joys, that the finer lights 
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and shades of eadi indhidaal character had 
hardly been nnderstood by Madame Ro- 
quenord ; bat now it was in the time of trial 
that the Christian excellencies of little 
Sophie first developed themselves to her 
mother. Young as she was, she seemed 
thoroughly to understand her mother's trials, 
and it was touching in the extreme to observe 
the efforts she made to overcome her own 
feelings (which were no doubt suflSciently 
wretched) to amuse and comfort her afflicted 
parent. With this view she tried to talt 
and to smile, though the tears were often in 
her eyes, to affect to be pleased and amused 
with all she saw, to find no inconvenienced 
whatever iu the sordid inns where they we^ 
obliged to put up, and to talk of the pleasuve 
she should have in seeing her cousins. And 
then her attentions, bow unremitting, hoUr 
constant they were! it is impossible to say 
how precious they rendered her in the siglit 
of her mother, and yet how painful it was <U> 
that tender parent to see that young, add 
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gentle creature struggling thus yehemeDtly 
and Uxu8 triumphanlly against feelii]^ wbicii 
•at ttmes, when circumstances rendered them 
more lively than usual, seemed almost to suf^- 
£oeate ber. 

Madame Roqiienord never doubted but 
tbat it vas faitb that strengthened the mind 
of ber child, faith which is the evidence of 
things not seen, and which brought with it 
the assurance that all would be well yet — tbat 
all was well already; yet she had hitherto 
not been aware of the strength of her daugh- 
ter's finitb, nor felt how very much, under the 
Divine blessing, she had owed to those lovely 
Jitde giris with whom Sophie had been asso- 
ciated from infancy, and it is not easily to be 
-described how this discovery augmented ber 
beoae of gratitude to that divine Providence 
vbich had prepared such friends and guides 
•for her little girl ; but being thrown so much 
on the society of her child, and observing so 
faoeh of her noble principles and conduct, 
the poor widow seemed as it were to forget 
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ber very tender age, and in consequence^ as 
sfae proceeded on her journey, she accus- 
.tomed herself to converse more and more 
openly with her, to state her feelings more 
fully to her, and to apply to her for conscda- 
tion as she would to a friend of her own age. 
It was pitiable to observe how, on these oc- 
casions, the little girl exerted herself, and, as 
it were, forced her intellects, in order to ad- 
minister to the exigencies of her mother's 
situation, to be a companion, a friend, and an 
humble adviser; and wonderful also to see 
how she was assisted in so doing no doubt by 
a power above her own. But the cares which 
at that time, and afterwards, devolved upon 
her, were by no means conducive to ber 
health ; every hour of sorrow and anxiety de- 
ducted more and more from the bloom of 
youth, and one would hardly have recog- 
nised in the little pale child in deep mourn- 
ing, seated in the voiture opposite to her 
beloved mother, the happy, merry, and play- 
ful companion of Lucy and Emily Seymour* 
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Madame Roquenord bad languisfaed dut- 
ing the whole journey^ feeling always an 
increase of weakness, which she natarally 
attributed to fatigue ; but it is thought that 
she might have reached Geneva in a state 
admitting of some hope, if an unfortunate 
circumstance had not occurred on the last 
day but one of her journey. Having had a 
late breakfast at Champagnole^ on the wes- 
tern side of the Jura, they had proceeded 
on their journey, always ascending the moun- 
tain ; there was a heavy rain falling, causing 
•the mountain torrents to overrun their chan- 
nels, and in many places almost to flood the 
roads ; deep dark clouds hung on the forests 
of pine on the right and the left, sometimes 
wholly concealing the craggy heights above, 
and sometimes rolling beneath them on the 
summits of the pine. The air was also ex- 
tremely chilly, but Madame Roquenord had 
caused all the windows of the carriage to be 
ck>aed, and being wrapped in her fnrred 
doak, was congratulating hersdf in the idea 
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that she might pass this barrier of mist 
without injury, when suddenly the carnage 
came to a stand, and voices arose from witb* 
out^ as if in violent altercation. 

Madame Boquenord started up from her 
recumbent posture, and looked out« and now 
for the first time perceived what the mist 
had hid from her before, viz. that the cac- 
riage had arrived at a most terrific height^ 
the road forming a gajlery around a pnomoo* 
tory jutting from a higher part of the monn- 
tain over a horrible precipice^ the depth of 
the dell beneath being in some degree con* 
cealed by the mist. But what rendered their 
situatioQ really dangerous — for otherwise the 
danger would only have been imaginary— 
was, that in this giddy height and narrow 
ledge they had met another carriage, which 
had not been seen by reason of the mist till 
the horses^ heads almost touched each otbefn» 
nor heard, although the horses of eadi car^ 
riage carried bells, because of the wlustling 
of the wind among the pines. 
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Madame, in her alarm for herself and her 
child^ never thought what was to be done, or 
bow the carriages were to pass ; but entreat- 
ing to be set at liberty, notwithstanding wind 
and rain, and the overflowings of the moun- 
tain streams deluging the road at every hun. 
dred yards, she got ouit and walked on with 
her daughter for nearly an English mile, and 
when the carriage overtook them they were 
both drenched to the skin. 

When arrived at St. Laurent, a miserable 
dirty inh in the mountains, they contrived 
however to get a fire and procure dry clothes ; 
and Madame Roquenord, when she found 
herself in a warm bed, with her little girl by 
faer side, hoped that they had both escaped 
Ihe effects of the accident ; although when 
^he awoke, after a heavy sleep of two hours, 
Ishe was painfully convinced to the contrary. 
fW although the little girl was sleeping 
Bweetly by her side, she was herself in a 
burnifig heat, and suffering from a sense of 
suffocation, such as she had never expe 
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rienced before. Her first feding waa thiul of 
gratitude to her heairenly Father, that jdie 
was 80 near home ; and finding herself bettet 
in the morning, she was able to look about 
her widi more pleasure than she could ba?8 
expected. 

The sun shone bright^ for the clouds of the 
day before had rolled away from the sam<i> 
mits of the hills, although as the morning 
advanced the mist arose from the channel of 
Le Bref de la Chaille, which was at the bot- 
tom of a rocky defile, commanded by the 
road for several leagues. This mist formed 
beautiful transparent wreathes of a snowy 
whiteness^ encircling the dark granite rocks, 
till rising into the higher regions of the 
air, it mingled with the purer ether, and was 
lost. 

In passing through Morez, the pinnacles 
and copings of tin sparkling gaily in the 
sunbeams, and the air of thriving industry 
in this little town of many streams, seemed 
to impart some degi*ee of cheerfulness to the 
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inind of the widow. Hence, as they slowly 
asoended the faeighta beyond the bridge of 
Iforez^ she began to open a convereatton 
with her little girl, which occupied them till 
they leached la Va(ttay» which ia the highest 
summit of the pass* 

My ehild/^ said Madame BoquesMNrd, 
totdajr I trust that we shall reach the native 
city of your parenia, and that you will see 
yooj nlatiqsis theare. But you must not ex- 
peet to find in them such persons as you 
kft behind. Do not weep, my child ; it is 
net naw the time to give way to sorrow, to 
look baek on past joys, or bn the former 
aotuiy days of our earthly pilgrimage, now 
hid ffiom us by the clouds of natural sorrow ; 
htA let us look £:»'ward, first to the glorious 
promises ,of future happiness already secured 
as to their fulfilment, by the earnest we have 
seceixred from Him whose word is (^utb, in 
the convcffsiem of our* souls ; and secondly, 
to <hait wbieh i]pay be required of us in our 
passage to iiiis glorious state, in which out 
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union with the Redeemer will be compIete«^ 
She then proceeded to state to her little girl, 
that she feared that she would not find true 
piety among their relations and associates in 
Geneva ; that she would be exposed to many 
new trials and temptations from her young 
companions; and that probably she might 
suffer from unkindness when it was found 
that she would not yield her opinion to theirs. 

^' But, mama," replied Sophie, ^ cannot 
I be with you ; I am happy with you, dear 
mama— I have been so happy with you 
during this journey. You alone remain to 
me of all — all,^' — and she would have said^ of 
all the friends of my youth, and I am con- 
tent near to you ; but she could add no more, 
and as she spoke, she dropped her fair head, 
like a bud overcharged with dew, on the 
breast of her only parent. 

It was at this moment that it occurred to 
Madame Roquenord, that she ought to pre-^ 
pare her child for even her probable separa- 
tion from this, the last friend of her infancy ; 
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but when she would have suggested this 
idea, the words died on her lips, and she con-^ 
lented herself with pointing out to her that 
as long as we rely only on earthly friends^ 
we rest our hands on reeds, which breaking, 
pierce them to the quick. *^ Life is uncer- 
tain, Sophie,^ she added, '* and the removal 
of one earthly prop after another, should ad- 
monish us that we ought to rest our hopes 
on the rock which abides forever.'^ 

'^ I ^nowity mama, I know it,"replied Sophie, 
l^ooking up with tearful eyes to her mother ; 
*' but parents are given by God to take care 
of diUdren when they are very young." 

■" Yet sometimes, as in my case, a mother 
is taken away before her child has learnt 
to lisp her name," replied Madame Roqbe- 
Qord. 

^' Have you any particular meaning in what 
you say, mama?'^ asked Sophie, becoming 
unusually pale. 

" If I have, would it shock you too much, 
my child P"*^ replied Madame Roquenord. 
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Sophie made no answ^ bat heaved a long 
deep fligb. 

Her mother placed her hand on hers, and 
looked earnestly in her face; the little giri 
figain drew a long deep breath, and for a mo- 
ment her mother feared that she would hav« 
fakited^ for she looked so very ^ale ; but the 
colour presently returned to her lips and to 
her cheeks, flushing her whole face, and sfa« 
spoke again, though as with a violent ^brt 

'' Please^ dear mama, do not say mny 
n^ere upon this subject now. I know thai all 
God does is right: but I cannot bear to 
think of some things. May we not be quite 
sute that our Lord will manage every thing 
for u$ ?"" 

. ** We may, my child, my beloved one/' 
answered the mother ; " because he has pco* 
mised that He will ord^ and arrange every 
thing for his children. Why then sbeoid we 
be anxious ? Should I not have remembei'ed 
that, when deprived of my mother, I never 
want^ any attention which the. tendeiest 
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mother could have bestowed upOQ me; and," 
she added, lifting up her eyes in an act of 
thanksgiving, ''Lord, I believe, help thou 
mine unbeUef." 

** Mama,^ said Sophie, rousing herself a# 
if with a sudden pleasing thought, ** I will 
now show you some verses which dear Lucy 
and Emily wrote in a little book for me, 
which I was to read when I was unhappy.^ 
And she immediately produced a little vo- 
lume, in which these sweet children had 
written many precious promises indicative of 
the divine care of the Almighty, for those 
who have been brought to confide in Him ; 
these quotations from Scripture being inter- 
spersed with portions of hymns, and, as it 
were, emblazoned by the pencils of the lovely 
young compilers, with many little emblematic 
ornaments adapted to the various subjects* 

These sweet promises, as read over by little 
Sophie, sounded in the ears of Madame 
Roquenord as the rush of waters m the 
thirsty desert; the peace which wa& thus. 
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by the Divine blessing upon the ministry of 
the child^ imparted to her soul, presently eir- 
hibited itself in her countenance ; and the re- 
mainder of their drive as far as Lavatay, was 
so sweet both to the mother and the daughter, 
that it would have seemed as if they had left 
all their sorrows behind them. 

Lavatay is situated immediately under the 
Dole, which summit was formerly accounted 
the highest point of the Jura, being 4,017 
French feet above the level of the lake of 
Geneva. Lavatay is a little solitary inn, pic- 
turesque as to its exterior, the house being 
white and having green shutters ; but bein^ 
most bare of all accommodations, and even 
of the unexpensive recommendation of clean- 
liness. It is situated in the centre of aa 
immense forest of pine, through which the 
road extends, even to the descent of the Jura 
towards Geneva. Madame Roquenord and 
her daughter procured some small refresh- 
ment at this place, and not being strong 
enough to proceed on foot to where the des- 
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loent to Oenevft commeDces^ they waited until 
the bones were refreshed, being seated w. 
the trunk of a pine which had been felled 
about a stone's throw from the inn. 

Erery event of that day fixed itself so in- 
delibly in the memory of Sophie, that even 
the most minute ciroumstances which took 
place afforded subject of reflection to her in 
after time* Why was it so ? Who amongs/t 
my readers is sufficiently acquainted with the 
qualities of the human mind, as to be able 
to account for the strong hold on the recol- 
lection which some small circumstances seem 
to take ; whilst others of greatly . more im- 
portance entirely pass away. Sophie could 
afterwards have recorded almost eveiy word 
bar mother had said as she sate on that tree, 
and CQuld almost have remembered every 
motion of two goats, who were browzing on 
the other side of the road. 

Janet Keller afforded the subject of their 
discoarae. Madame Roqucuord said that 
she hoped she still lived, as she had not 
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heard of her death, and as she was not more 
than sixty years of age. *' I have an idea,'' 
she added, ^ that she is a truly pious woman, 
but I may perhaps be mistaken ; she may 
not have the light I think she has, but I owe 
her a filial affection. I feel that I have per-- 
formed my duty towards her very imper- 
fectly ; and, indeed, what duty have I ever 
performed, without many imperfections? But 
you will remember, Sophie, that I have told 
you how kind she was to me, when I was a 
helpless babe ; and I shall be able presently, 
I trust, to show you the hills among whieh 
she dwells.'" 

When the horses were refreshed Madame 
Roquenord and her daughter got into the 
carriage to renew their journey, and passing 
alongthe terrace from Lavatay, about aleague, 
they arrived at the point where the road parts^ 
going in one direction towards St. Claude, 
and in the other to Geneva. This village is 
just in the very gorge of the pass ; and^as it 
were, a new and astonishing world opens to 
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the traveller as he advances along the rural 
street. The descent from this place to Ge* 
neva is so precipitous, that it can only be 
effected by a wheel carriage, by various turn- 
ings and windings under the rocks^ by which 
the descent is rendered gradual ; but there 
is nothing whatever to intercept the view, as 
in too many mountain scenes; all is clear 
and open from this lofty point, which is about 
three thousand feet above the level of the 
valley, to the sparkling heights of the moun- 
tains of Chaumoney at nearly twenty-five 
leagues distant ; in the centre of a range, of 
which at least three hundred miles is visible, 
rises Mont Blanc, of which the snowy pyra- 
mids are exalted above all' the neighbouring 
heights, whilst the form of the earthy and the 
greater distance of the other mountains to 
the right and left of this central one» seems 
to depress them to the eye more than their 
real heights might actually seem to allow of. 
Madame Roquenord proceeded in the 



80 THB LITTLB MOMIBI^S* 

carriage to the ytry brow of the d^e|»tr 
there causing the voituria toatop^ebegoian^t 
with her daughter; the alarm she bad rer- 
ceived the day before making her uawiUing 
to encounter the dreadful galleries she had to 
pass in her carriage. Being on foot^ she 
stood awhile observing the astonishment of 
her little girl« in looking upon the snowy 
mountains, seen there for the first time by the- 
traveller from the west When these moan- 
tains first appeared^ as it were^ in a line 
with the eye of Sophie, being flanked on the 
right by a grove of dark pine, and on the 
left by a huge rock, the child had supposed 
them to be clouds of a dazzling white — for 
the day was particularly clear, and the whoW 
range was visible, or at least the most imr 
portant parts of them, in all their rude and 
sublime variety, tumbled one upon another in 
forms so wild, so fantastic, so grotesque^ so 
awfuUy vast, so beyond what imaginatioH 
could conceive, that the little girl stood fixed. 
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and' for a moment unable to belieTO that 
these were actually mountains^ and not 
merely clouds which she beheld. ^' It cannot 
be, mama,^ at length she said, ^* and yet it 
is; I see the lights and shades, the daz«» 
zling light of the sides where the sun is shin- 
ing on the snow, and the deep shade of the 
valleys, where the sun has not yet come, and 
that lofty peak — what is that, mama ?" 

** Mont Blanc itself," replied Madame 
Roquenord, '^ which is 14,796 feet above 
the valley of Chamouney, and the other 
heights in the range were once all known to 
me by name. These are the hills I used to 
look upon from my little chamber in my 
father^s house in La Traille ; they are to me 
as old, very old friends, yet I see them now 
as with new eyes, Sophie ; they speak to me 
of other things than what they used to do. 
I only marvel how I could ever have looked 
at wonders such as these, and not felt my 
sool drawn up in solemn acts of adoration to 
Him who made them; but, come on, my 
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child, another minute* and the city of Vour 
fathers will be revealed to you.^ The hand 
of Madame Roqueoord trembled as she todk 
that of Sophie ; nor did it tremble only, it 
burnt from the effect of that fever which 
had already aeized her vitals, but to which 
the strong excitement of her feelings in seeing 
again her native hills, and in seeing them 
under such circumstances, had led her to be 
wholly inattentive ; for although she felt her- 
self to be very unwell, yet she attributed so 
much of the symptoms she did not quite uo-* 
derstand, to fatigue and agitation, that she 
was totally unapprehensive of her real sitaa-^ 
tion. 

Mother and daughter being thus blind in 
hand, began to descend the pass, and turn* 
ing round the base of a circular rock, which 
arose precipitously for some hundreds of 
feet above their heads, the whde valley of 
Geneva, from the Jura to the Salaves> 
with a long reach of the neighbouring 
country of Savoy, burst upon their view. 



They w^ne, as I before said, some thousands 
of feet above the level of the [dain, on whieh^ 
as on a map> every road, ci^paign, or grove, 
or little farm, or field, or copse, or tower, or 
steeple, was traced as accurately as with a 
pencil. Beyond which extended the lake, 
as it were, stretching itself towards the north 
till eooeeaied by the mountain, and having the 
city of Geneva, which appeared clearly in the 
distance, close where the Lake empties itself 
ittto the Hhone. Beyond it, and apparently 
on ite very edge, arose the two Salaved ; and^ 
as it were, lifted into the very clouds above 
tbe Salaves, again appeared the snowy ridge. 
Here Madame Roquenord stood still, and 
kkokitig at her diild — ** There Sophie,'' she 
said^ '' in that fair vaUey I first drew my 
breath. I feel, indeed, that I must give it 
^; y^ perhaps, not soon — ^npt so very 
soon ; therefore be happy, my little one. 
Bttt»^^ continued Uie poor widow, looking 
i^in on the vidiey at her feet, '^ I know 
iNit if those were my pleasaatost days whieb 
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I spent there ; yet I love my country — I lo?e 
many who dwell in it ; but then I knew net 
those blessed truths which are now my only 
consolation. The comfort I now enjoy — mA 
comfort^ my lovely child » as the world cao 
neither give nor take away — such comfort ob 
the prospect of death, so far from disturbio|^ 
tends to augment ; — but the tears are in year 
gentle eyes, my little Sophie. I am to blame 
to trouble you thus ; and yet, my child, I 
have much to say to you. You will notiot* 
get, my beloved one, all that has passed to 
day, and what I have said to you on this 
journey ; and when you see this pass*— this 
winding road, which leads down this moan*- 
tain, it will serve as a memorial to you of 
what your mother has endeavoured to incul- 
cate." 

Little Sophie felt that there had been some- 
thing in her mother^s manner during that 
whole day which she could not understand; 
but still, having the impression that this pe- 
culiarity of manner was merely the effect of 



THE LITTLE MOMIBKB. 85 

tbe recnrrence of the recollections of her early 
days, and of those scenes which were so in- 
timately connected with the memory of her 
departed father, she was less alarmed 
than she might otherwise have been at symp- 
toms she did not understand ; and, in 
pafsbance with the plans which had been 
suggested to her, no doubt by the divine In- 
spirer of all motives contrary to that selfish- 
bess habitual to man, she endeavoured to 
scippi^ess her own uneasy apprehensions, and 
to look about her to collect materials for sub^ 
jeets which might divert her parent's atten- 
tion from the indulgence of more affecting 
tiion^hts; but the task, which had been 
coff^ratively easy in places not connected 
with former associations, was beyond the ad- 
dress of the little girl in the situation in which 
th^ then were ; for where was the grove, the 
rook, the waterfall, the hill, near or remote, 
tbe chalet, the upland, or the vale, then be* 
neath her observation, which was not in some 
way connected, in her mother^s mind, with the 
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fOOoUeotiofiB of days whidi were 
gone* of youth which was paEt^ and of friendi 
which were no more. In ooneeqiience of 
whiehf the little gfirl, after eeveral vain en- 
deavours to excite a smile upon her mother^s 
wan countenance, relapsed into silence till 
they had reached the fountain and cistern of 
marble which had been there erected by Ns- 
poleon. 

There Madame Roqoenord, almost sinking 
upon a slab of granite on the road side, ex- 
etaimed, ^^ It is finished*— I can no more, my 
Sophie, yet I would willingly have passed on 
one foot or more of these terrible galleries 
which are to come. Yet why should I 
doubt P is not our Oqd alUsufficient ; has he 
not measured out these mountains in the hol- 
low of his hand ; cannot he preserve us here 
as in the valleys ; and do I fbar the vall^ of 
the shadow of death whilst I have his rod to 
rest upon 7 And yet, Sophie, if you could 
obtain for me one drop of water fh>m that 
fountain ^""-^-^ssid the poor mother kxAed at 



THE L1TTLB MOMIBRB. 87 
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het child with such aa expression as that 
child had never b^re seen but onoe, and 
that was in her dying iatfaer. It was then 
for the first time that she really believed that 
her mother would actually aoon be taken 
firom her; the lines of death, those inde* 
scribable tokens of mortality, were already 
graven on the features of Madame Roque^ 
BOid, and the little one about to become an 
orphan indeed^ as to this world, was too well 
able to decipher these terrible characters^ 
Still her presence of mind, or rather her hea* 
venly parent, did not forsake her ; she has* 
tened to take a little cup which she carried in 
her bad^et for purposes of this kind, and 
having procured some water from the spark>- 
Ung fountain, she brought it to her mother, 
who received it with eyes lifted up to Him 
who provides the waters of comfort in the 
vaUey of £aca« The mother and daughter 
having only permitted the carriage to make 
the fiightfiil turn round the fountain, took 
their usaal seats, and remained still, and 
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without adventures^ till they arrived at 6e- 
neva, where, at the Porte de Carnum, a ser- 
vant on horseback from Madame de Prevot 
met the carriage, and directing the voiturin 
to follow him, led him quite through the 
town to Porte de Rive, beyond which was the 
country house of M. de Prevot, on that side 
of the town in the neighbourhood of the 
beautiful little village of Chene. Madame 
Roquenord had sat, or rather laid, quite stili, 
with her handkerchief over her eyes, ever 
since she had got into the carriage on the 
Jura ; neither had she moved when the 
wheels began to rattle over the rough pave- 
ment of Geneva, and to rumble over the 
double bridges of the rapid Rhone. Little 
Sophie hoped that she was sleeping, and 
would be refreshed. Children have no idea, 
or at least a very imperfect one, of those suf- 
ferings or of that exhaustion which produces 
perfect quiet; the little girl, therefore, was 
for the present easy with respect to her mo- 
ther, and considerably amused with theap- 
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peamnoe of the xAd town» ia many respects 
so different to any ahe had yet seen on the 
Conlineot. The amazing height of the 
hamea fiiat struck her as extraordinary, and 
the acciiflMdatioiis of old buildings tambled 
upon each other witfaoai plan or order in the 
iaiand formed by the two hrancbea of the 
Rhone, as it pours from the lake, struck her 
with astonishment She thought it best, 
however, not to disturb her mother, and thus 
was driven forward through the city, and 
over the draw-bridges by le Pr6 TEveque 
into the country, where having ascended a 
small eminence, she found herself among 
beautiful houses, whose gardens and plea* 
sure grounds bordered the road on each 
side. It was autumn, as I mentioned above, 
and the noble chesnuts and accaias which 
abaded these gardens, of which the foliage 
was only slightly tinged by the glow of 
autumn, looked only more beautiful than 
they might have done in the height of sumr 

mer. 

1 3 
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HariDg passed several mansions, tbe av^nt 
ctMirier caused the great iron gate, which led 
up through a long avenue to one of these 
ehateaus, to be thrown widely open, and the 
next minute Sophie and her mother were 
within the boundaries of that very domain in 
which the latter had first seen the light, for 
this estate had descended from her fore- 
fathers, and had been given in dowry to her 
elder sister. 

It was the stoppage of the carriage before 
the portico which first roused Madame Ro- 
quenord, who moving slightly, and removing 
the handkerchief which she had thrown over 
her face, uttered a deep sigh, saying at the 
same time, '* Not long- I shall not be long ; 
I am coming now." 

•' Mama," said Sophie; " mama, we are 
arrived. Will you get up? we are at the 
end of our journey." 

'* No, my love, not yet,'' replied Madame 
Roquenord ; " we have another valley to de- 
scend, and another river to pass." 
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^^ Mmma,^ repeated Sophie ; '^ mama^ do ^ 
you not know, me, mama? Speak to me,* 
mama — look at me, mama;^ for it seems 
that Madame Roquenord's eyes were lifted 
up as it were to the roof of the carriage, and 
there intently fixed. 

Whilst this short dialogue, if such it 
coukl be called, was passing between Sophie 
and her mother, Madame PreYOt was stand* 
ing on the lofty flight of steps which led to 
th« principal door of the chateau, the ser- 
vants had gathered round the carriage, and 
every one seemed to wonder wherefore the 
pessons within did not attempt to move. 

But Sophie was so entirely occupied by 
the situation of her mother, that she never 
turned to look at her aunt until she heard 
that lady directing the servants to lift out 
the demoiselle. Sophie did then recollect 
herself, and turned anxiously to see her aunU 

There had been originally a strong family 
resemblance between Pauline and Sophie, 
but this resemblance, instead of increasing; 
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dmsa^ At fnspmm 9i jmm^ had gndoallf 
WB wmrnw, ntO m itnngcr, m lookiiig at 
Amtmowutam^mmd mcoi^Mrii^ tiie niddy 
md higUjf wlHQff l^ue of Hadane Prevofe 
vidi the fakt^ tmmaatad, and mbdaed ap- 
pcaraaoe erf* Madane RoqveDoid, would have 
aaid, ^^ Sorely tiwre cao be no kindred be- 
iwfjtu too fj c iawui oo eiiUidy different^ so 
totally diwimihn^ The voice, too, of Ma> 
daaae PrevoC waa aet in a modi higher key 
than that of her sialer, and her bearing wa» 
also indicatiTe of that long cooiae of outward 
piOBperity which she had been pennttted t» 
experience, (I waa about to say enjoy, but I 
have retracted the word,) whereas that of 
Madame Roqnenord denoted a total failora 
of bodily strength, and the overthrow cf all 
self>sufficiency and confidence in any human 
mind. Bnt this want of resemblance, thio 
entire difference of appearance and manner^ 
caused little Sophie to shrink back rather 
than to spring forward at the sight of 4ier 
aunt : however, recollecting herself, the next 
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miDute 1^ permitted herself to be lifted out 
of the carriage^ and to be set upon the plat- 
form, where Madame Prevot, having kissed 
her on each cheek, and welcomed her to 
Greneva, was told by her niece that she feared 
her mother was very, very ill. 

" How," said Madame Prevot, looking un- 
utterable things, at least, things incompre- 
hensible to such a child as Sophie, although 
one better instructed in the ways of worldly 
persons would have understood what they 
meant, viz. that she hoped the poor widow 
was not come to act doleful scenes in her 
house. *' How ! is my poor sister so ill V 
and she descended to*the side of the carriage 
and spoke to her ; but Madame Roquenord 
bad fallen again into insensibility, and Ma- 
dame Prevot, under considerable alarms 
eaused her to be lifted up and taken to a 
chamber which had been prepared for her. 
And now we must almost entirely leave the 
dying mother, to follow the little girl, whom 
we must henceforth consider as the principal 
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persaoage of oar history ; for it was at thii 
moment that Sophie first felt what it waa to 
be indeed an orphan. As some of the servants 
were bearing Madame Roquenord through the 
extensive hall, and up a wide flight of stairs, 
being followed by others of the domestics, 
chiefly female, who had gathered at the call 
of Madame Prevot, Sophie was detained a 
moment behind by her aunt, who, again ad« 
dressing her, said, '' How long has yoor mo- 
ther been in this state? what is her com* 
plaint P how could you think of coming oa 
when you found her so ill?" addingotherques* 
tions, much to the same purpose, to all which 
Sophie made no distinct replies, but looking 
anxiously after her mother, begged to be 
permitted to follow her, for her aunt was 
holding her hand, and she did not feel her*- 
self at liberty to withdraw it. *' Well, be it 
so,^ said Madame Prevot ; '* but I mast re- 
main below, to give directions respecting 
sending for a physician. How unf<Mttt»ate 
it is that M. Prevot and my daughters should 
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mot be Bt borne P Sophie heatd no mora, but 
teing eet at libmrty, ran across the wide haU 
and Bp the stairs, and along an extenshra 
gallery, where, being attracted by voices, she 
BOim foond herself in the chamber to wfaioh 
they had carried her mother. It was a large 
apartment, opening on i^ balcony, of green 
hlttiee work, shaded with creepers ; the walls 
wsvt adorned with large landscapes, richly 
and gaily painted, describing mountains, tor* 
vents, and ruined castles,- with dark woods 
eff pine, and cottages with their rustic 
{MMTohes, and cows, and sheep, witli all the 
accompaniments of rural housewifery in the 
foreground; two laige tent4tk0 beds, were 
at one end of this rooqi, in alcoves, the hang* 
mgs end other apparatus of Uiese beds being 
of LyoBS^ silk, mingled with threads of sihrer ; 
tike flooring of this chamber was brightly 
paifshod, and Taiiegated with difFecent oo^- 
loaiBd boarda ;. and chairs and sofas of cut 
Telaet, with a magnificeiyt t]mo*pieceon the 
BMirble BMAtekahelf, witih several tables of 



96 THB LITTLE MOMIBRS. 

alabaster, completed the arrangeiiiMitB 
chamber: but all these circumstances of 
splendour were wholly lost on the afflicted 
child, who thought only of her mother^ 
stretched on one of the beds^ and apparently 
without life, whilst an old woman, dressed 
altogether like a peasant, was rubbing her 
temples, and lamenting over her in tones 
which went to the heart of the daughter. 
There were other women in the room, but the 
little girl saw them not ; there were other 
sounds of condolence uttered in that cham- 
ber, but Sophie heeded them not \ whilst the 
figure of the old woman, and the cries which 
escaped her, went straight to her heart» for 
the bearing of this person was that of a 
mother lamenting her first-born. ''And iu« 
all my bright hopes thus clouded ?" said the 
venerable peasant ; *' was it for this I came 
so cheerily from my home this day?— Hvas 
it for this ? Oh ! my child, my daughter, 
look up once again, my dear one; only 
say you know me — say you know your 



THE LITTLE MOMTERB. 97 

peot iiarse^ Look but once at me, my 
child, my darling one !^ It is Janet Keller, 
thought Sophie^ and manm does not know 
her. * Oh ! poor mama, is she really dying P'* 
and down fell the little girl at the foot of the 
bed^ pressing her face against the mattress in 
order that her sobs might not disturb her 
mdHher, yet looking up from time to time, as 
if' she would have sought some token of an 
alteration for the better in the wan visage, 
which she was soon to see no more, and then 
again burying her face in the bedding, as if 
it'were possible thus to smother her anguish. 
At length, on hearing some one say that 
her aunt and the physician were coming 
aldng the gallery, she sprang upon her feet 
and ran out into the balcony mentioned 
above, where she sunk upon a chair which 
hMl been set there, and remained a while in 
a stttte almost of stupefaction, the frequent 
efieet of extreme excitement. There, while 
she sat unregarded, the shades of evening 
had stolen rapidly over the landscape, the dis* 
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appearance of the saa being hastened by the 
rampart presented in the west by the long 
range of the Jura, and the last rays of the 
parting light being only just visible in their 
reflection upon the summit of the great 
Saiave ; a gentle breeze had risen, and was 
agitating the leaves of the chesnut trees, 
which grew in rich abundance in the domdiny 
and in its passage bringing near and bearing 
away the deep sound of a funeral bell which 
tolled from the steepleof theCatholicchapel in 
the village of Chene ; but neither breeze, nor 
bell, nor light, nor shade, nor rustling leaf, nor 
lovely evening scene, nor any other object nor 
sensation, bad power to attract the attention 
of the unhappy Uttle Sophie, and she might 
have remained aU that long sad night in the 
same stupefaction of grief bad not die been 
aroused by a gentle voioe^ and a kind thai^h 
hard hand laid upon her own. The words 
which were thus insinuated were as fol* 
lows : *' And are you there, my little deiff 
one ?" said the person who spoke ; ** and 
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does no one take thought of you, sweet 
child? yet they are all kindly engaged in 
rendering assistance to your beloved parent* 
God Almighty grant that her passage may 
be easy I** 

Sophie looked up — it was Janet Keller 
who spoke to her, who stood by her, who 
extended her arms as if she would have in- 
vited her to lay her orphan head on that 
bosom which^ in that very apartment, thirty 
years before, had first afforded nourishment 
to her mother I ISTor did the worthy peasant 
extend her arms in vain. How sweet is the 
voice of sympathy to the afflicted heart ! it 
is, to use a lofty emblem, as the voice of the 
chief Shepherd to the wounded and bruised 
of the fiock ; and as it penetrated the bosom 
of the little afflicted one, she half rose from 
her seat, and sunk quite overpowered on the 
bosom of Janet* 

The worthy woman then seating herself 
on the chair from which Sophie had risen, 
took her upon her lap, and placing her ach- 
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ing head on ber bosom — ** My little one/' 
she whispered, " yoo have been nurtured, 
I trust, in the fear and love of God : know 
you these words ? — ' Je ne vous laisserai point 
orpheline, je yiendrai vers vous.' " (John xiv. 
18.) 

** I do," replied Sophie ; " but I cannot 
yet ^ There she stopped. 

'' You cannot yet make up your mind, my 
child, to part with your mother. It was but 
a httle hour ago, and I should have said in 
the same spirit, I cannot part with the daugh- 
ter I have but just found — ^that daughter 
whom it has been my daily prayer (perhaps 
my sinful prayer) to be permitted to see once 
again on earth ; but I have been made to 
see and feel the sin of this rebellious thought, 
and I have already — yes, already been ena- 
bled to say, * My God, my God, thy will be 
done : take thine own — she is thy creature, 
thy redeemed one, thy blessed one — I kiss 
the hand that gives the blow.' '* 
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<'0h^ ]!Aadame Keller I" replied Sophiei 
** muftt mama die so sooa ?" 

'^ If now, at this moment, my little lady, 
fihe IB suffering the last mortal agonies, 
would you wish them to be prolonged ?^ 

Sophie ottered a faint scream in reply to 
thifk ; then, as with a violent effort, control- 
ling herself, she slipped from Janet^s lap upon 
her knees, and uttered several broken words 
of prayer ; and then, as if wholly overcome 
by sorrow and fatigue, it was very evident 
that she would have fallen fainting on the 
floor of the balcony, if Janet had not lifted 
her up and carried her to a distant chamber, 
where she put her in bed, and, by the advice 
of the physician, gave her a composing 
draught which presently threw, her into a 
loxig deep sleep. 

But my history, I feel, leads me too fre- 
quently into those dark and shadowy scenes, 
through which all must pass who are of the 
seed of him to whom it was said, '^ In the 
day that thou eatest thereof thou shalt surely 

K 3 
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die. Death, by which I mean merely tem- 
poral death, is the unavoidable portion of all 
those who partake of the nature of Adam 
after the flesh. Nevertheless, I would wil- 
lingly endeavour, as a skilful painter ought to 
do, to throw some sunshine on my pages; 
and truly I know not where to obtain such 
tints as may be brilliant enough to gild the 
gloom, unless I dip my pencil in those bright 
colours which true religion can supply. A 
torch or flambeau might indeed render more 
visible the darkness of a forest ; but it is the 
light of heaven alone which can penetrate 
the gloom through all its shadowy intricacies, 
or awake the song of birds, or illuminate 
the path of man. 

I will not, therefore, dwell at length on 
the scenes attendant on the death-bed of 
Madame Roquenord, nor describe the pom- 
pous style in which she was committed to the 
dust, under the direction of her brother-in- 
law, who, in considering the honour of the 
family, judged that it would be proper to pay 
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every possible respect to her memory — ^nor 
describe at full length the manner in which, 
when all forms had been duly attended to, 
e?ery thing both in the town and country-, 
bouse of M. Prevot fell into its nsual rou- 
tine^ madame having settled it in her own 
mind, that if her sister were to die in her own 
country, she herself had been saved much 
uneasiness, by her dying as she did, before 
any arrangements had been made for her re- 
siding there, viz. a house taken, furniture ob^ 
tained, or servants hired, &c. ; but leaving 
all these things, we will return to our little 
girl, who, when she awoke from her l(Hig 
sleep* and was told that her mother was ac« 
tually no more, suffered so much, that it was 
thought that the best arrangement that could 
be made for her, would be to remove her im- 
mediately, and not to permit her to witness 
any of the circumstances attending the obse- 
quies ; and as she appeared to be more easy 
with Janet Keller than with any other per- 
aon, the entreaties of that excellent woman 
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wera atikended to, vit. that she laight W 
pcsroiitted to take the little lady to her 
cotstage in the mouBtains-^a proposal which 
appealed to be particularly acceptable ta 
Sophie, M. PreTOt determiniiig at the same 
time that she should remain there for a 
month or six weeks at most, and then be 
brought back to his family, who geuemlly 
spent most of the winter months at Genevai 
in his house on La Traille, which had be^ 
hMiged to M* de Levrat This plan was, how- 
ever» not followed up in all its particulars, lot 
when Sophie had been about a monUi with 
Janet Keller, Monsieur Prevot found it ne^ 
ceasary to go to England, to close his late 
bcothep-in-^law's affairs there, and madame) 
with the two young ladies, pressed so eai*^ 
nestly to accompany him so far as Pariah 
that be suffered himself to be prevailed upon* 
The ladies were to wait for him at Paris 
whilst he proceeded to England, where he 
expected to be about a month ; but findidag 
the affairs not to be so promptly settled as 
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he bad expected, he was obliged to delay 
his return till the winter had set in, when 
Madame Prevot declaring that she conld 
not think of passing the mountains at that 
season, the family continued at Paris, and 
actually did not return to Geneva till the 
month of May. In the mean time, So- 
phie was left with Janet Keller, when the 
frost came on, Madame Prevot wrote to 
Janet, to desire her to bring the child from 
the mountains to their country house near 
Geneva, where she might have the advantage 
of warmer air and good masters, giving her 
the option of staying with her to wait upon 
her, or of placing her under the care of her 
housekeeper. It may easily be understood 
which of these measures Janet assented to. 
But we are anticipating, and shall now go 
back to describe the mode of life pursued by 
little Sophie in the mountains. 

It was early on the day following that of 
the death of Madame Roquenord, when Janet 
K^ier, taking in her arms the little daughter, 
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to whom she had already extended all that 
warm affection which she had always felt for 
the mother, from the moment that she bad 
received her an helpless infant to her breast, 
she broaght'her down to the carriage, which 
waited at the door, and they were thus driren 
through the town of Chene to that of Mor- 
nez, a village at the foot of the little Salave. 
This little village was in a valley encompassed 
with mountains, and watered by the Arve. 
Here Janet Keller took her little lady oat of 
the carriage of M. Prevot, which bad brought 
them thus far, and having set her on a bench 
at the door of the village inn, in the shade 
of many trees, whose roots were bathed by a 
pure stream which came bubbling from a 
stone cistern in the garden, she dismissed 
the carriage, and waited quietly for the ar« 
rival of her own son, whom she expected 
every moment from the interior of the moan# 
tain. A respectable old woman who kept 
the inn had taken her place by them on the 
same bench, and whilst employed with her- 
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knittiiig, she cast her eyes from time to 
tiiae on tbe figure of the little girl, who, 
being in tbe deepest mourning, sate with her 
delicate hand within that of Janet Keller, 
whilst her eyes, which were overcharged with 
tears, were fixed upon the ground. Her 
thoughts being with the cold pale remains of 
that poor mother from whom she was 
separated that day for the first time, and 
in whose company she had so lately sate, 
ai^ at that day, at the door of a country 
inn. 

Tbe good old woman seemed as if she were 
anxious to know what those circumstances 
might be, Which had the power of so entirely 
overcoming a creature so very young ; and 
Ipoking.from her to Janet, whom she knew 
%t least by sight as tbe inhabitant of a neigh-^ 
bouring village, she inquired the circum- 
stances of tbe little lady, in a v<»ce which 
couki not reach tbe ear of the child. And 
when Janet had made her understand that 
Sophie was lamenting ber lasA parent just 
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d€ad, *^ Is it 80 ?^ she replied, speaking aloud. 
'* So young, and already an orphan! bat 
know you not^ my little lady,^ she added, 
as she turned to Sophie, ^* that our blessed* 
Lord is the especial father of the orphan ?*^ 

*' I know itf ma'am/' replied Sophie, '* and 
I have found it so already — I have found that 
the verse is true.^ 

^* What verse, my child ?" asked the 
hostess. 

" Je ne vous laisserai point orpheline je 
viendrai vers vous,^^ said Janet. 

** And whence are those words ?^ asked the 
old woman. 

** From the Scriptures," replied Janet; " the* 
words of truth." • i- 

." They are beautiful,*" said the womaii; - 
" And have you already found the truth of 
them, my little demoiselle ?" - * 

" I have,'' replied Sophie ; whilst her teatil'' 
gushed forth afresh, and she drew nearer t&' 
Janet, as if she would have added, I have 
found another mother. 
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H^ coodpanionB both understood ffae mou 
tioD, and Janet, as if to account for it to the 
stranger, said, " I was her mother's nurse— 
I took her from her dying mother^ when cmly- 
a few hours old» and I reared her till she was 
four years of age-*4iave I not the rip^t to 
loTe her little one ?^ 

*' God is gpod — ^is wise— is merciful," said 
t^^ h^t^SB* ". { that we could confide in 
him more entirely than we do." 

^' It is,^ replied Janet, '^ that we are blind 
and foolish, trusting to ourselves, .^nd doubt* 
ing hia p^iternal care, though ^very moment 
of our lives brings with it fresh instances ot 
his love ; but, we are as silly sheep wandering 
among the dark mountains of this world, and 
not knowing that we depend pnly on our 
sbepherd for q^v defence and safety. ,Sbe 
then repeated the following woids, taken 
from aihymn which ^he, often sung with her 
family : 

Tes brebes, O Jesus ! connaissant ton amour, 
Tu les connuis aussi tuleur donnes tu joie, 
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£t c*est tu msuD que leur dresse la vole. 
Qui les conduit au celeste sejour. 

Sur elles, jour et nuit, tu veilles avec som 
Tu vois quels sont leurs maux, leur force ou leurs fai 

blesse, 
£t des faveurs de tu riche tendresse, 

Chaque moment est un nouveau tomoin. 

By this time the sound of wheels, as 
coining from the direction of the Salaves, was 
heard in the road, and the next minute ap- 
peared a long narrow four-wheeled cart or 
waggon, drawn by a mule, over which was 
slung a double seat, somewhat resembling the 
body of a gig, which could be taken off at 
pleasure, in which sate a decent young man 
in a blue frock and leather cap. 

'* My son, your dear mother^s foster-bro- 
ther, mademoiselle," said Janet. ** He is, 
come for us, dear child ; you are, I trust, 
prepared to see a very humble sort of life.'' 

« Mama's foster-brother !" exclaimlBd So- 
phie, with more sprightliness of manner thaa 
the good nurse had observed in her before. 
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"Then I shall love him. May I call him 
uncle, nurse?'' 

'* Surely, my love, if you will condescend 
so far,'' replied Janet. ** Come forward and 
speak to him:'' and she led her by the 
hand. 

It was most pleasing to poor Janet to see 
"the manner in which little Sophie advanced 
to her son, and to see how kindly she held 
out her hand to him ; yet it touched her to 
observe how the young man dashed the tears 
from his eyes as he turned away to busy him- 
self about the cart, as if he would, if he 
codld, have set things in better order about 
the carriage for the reception of the little 
demoiselle. 

Janet Keller had been particularly blessed 
in her family, though not perhaps in that 
way which the world or worldly persons might 
judge to be so* She was then a widow, 
although she had not lost her husband 
many years ; but he had lived and died in 
that perfect assurance of the divine love 
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wkich possesses a constraining power in the 
production of works of righteousness: for, 
as the Scriptures saith, " He that lovetfa me, 
keepeth my commandments.^ Who should 
love the Saviour so well as those who aire as- 
sured of their redemption ? 

Her only daughter, who was some years 
older than Madame Roquenord, had married 
and died, together with her husband, several 
years before, having left two daughters, now 
nearly grown up, who were living with their 
grandmother, and were her comfort aAd de- 
light, insomuch so, that when they were 
waiting upon her, she would often say, '* I 
am even more blessed than Job ; for where- 
as after his first children were taken iioiki 
him for a while, he had only the same num- 
ber added to him again, whilst I have had 
two rendered to me for the one who is goa% 
before me to his heavenly Father; for if I 
have lost my Aleine, I have another Aleine in 
her place, and with her a Louise also,'' for 
such were the names of these orphan girls'; 
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but Janet Keller had had several sons, two of 
whom, who were older than Josseline, had 
died in infancy, passing from the cradle] to 
the arms of their Saviour, and two also, who 
were much younger, being still with their 
brother in the mountams, assisting him in 
the management of his farm ; for the Al- 
mighty had blessed the substance of this 
humble household ; and of Josseline it might 
be said, as of Abraham of old, '^ He was very 
rich in cattle,^ though we cannot add the 
remainder of the clause. 

Josseline bad been married four years, and 
been divinely led in his choice : his wife was 
aU that her excellent mother could desire. 
Two little prattling babes, the children of 
Josseline and his wife Annette, a labouring 
saving man, and a woodc^-shod, iron-sinewed 
damsel, who could handle a pitchfork with 
more skill than she could guide a needle, 
completed this household, in which all per- 
sons alike submitted to the authority of the 
excellent mother — an authority which was, 

l3 
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however, never exercised but in case of need, 
and therefore, when exercised, was the more 
respected. Such was the household into 
which our little Sophie was about to be in* 
troduced ; a household, in its habits, greatly 
differing from those * to which she had been 
accustomed in the elegant society which she 
had enjoyed in En^and : yet, having one 
bond of union with all the believers through* 
out the whole earth, viz. that bond of uniod 
which unites all the children of God, however 
far removed by time, by place, by circuoi* 
stances, more surely and more firmly than 
any other tie which can be ibriiied by any 
human interest ot human motive, of whatever 
possible description. 

But having enumerated th^ individuals of 
this little household, which, as I should say, 
virasas fet garden in a wilderness, being withia 
the limits of Savoy, which is a Roman Ca- 
tholic country, I shall return to our travellers, 
and beg my readers to picture to themselves 
the cart dbove described, slowly creeping up 
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the Snltre, Josseline being on foot at the 
beiid of the mule, and Jatiet and Sophie ia 
the seat of honour. Persons who hate been 
accustomed to the fine roads of England, would 
perhaps hardly iiuppose it possible that any 
thing in the shape of a wheel carriage could 
be ket)t in a progressive motion up such a 
rough assent fis the carriage in question bad 
to encounter from Mornez up the side of the 
little Saleve to Motietier, where was the farm 
(rf* Janet. A perilous fiiassage in truth, and 
one for which a delicate traveller would hardly 
think himself compensated by the magni- 
ficence of the scene ; for, in measure, as the 
traveller ascends, more and still more of a 
prospect, such as Switzerland only can afford, 
unfolds itself to the astonished gaze. 

Down in the vale beneath, at several thou* 
sand feet, winds the river Arve, in its pas* 
sage from its source among the snowy 
mountains to its final dissolution in the wa- 
ters of the Rhone, foaming and dashing and 
agitating itself in its course, like some mighty 
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champion, or vain aspirer for earthly honours, 
who advances only the more rapidly to his 
doom, in measure, as he forces himself for- 
wards. 

The channel of this beautiful river, towards 
Its source, being visible in many places, even 
as far as the town of Bonneville, its banks, 
together with the steeper heights in their vi- 
cinity, being as richly diversified as the va- 
rious groupings of every beautiful object in 
nature or in art could be imagined to render 
them, still that hand must be skilful indeed 
which could describe, in all their beautiful 
particularities, those woody knolls, those rer*- 
daut uplands, those farms and homestedcr 
and little cottages, those solitary chalets, 
those spires and turrets, coped with tin, and 
glistening in the sun-beam, those old crum- 
bling fortresses, and those winding pathways, 
passing away into regions seldom visited by 
the higher ranks of civilized man ; neither 
would it suit my purpose so to do, were it in 
my power ; and yet I must not leave my 
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picture so unfinished as not to say, that be* 
yond this yalley, in the back*ground, are seen 
mountains beyond mountains, rising one 
above another, terminated in the horizon^ 
and, as if in another world, by the long 
range of the Alps of Chamoney, the Bouet 
and the Aiguille Vert, lifting themselves in 
proud pre*eminence above all other visible 
points. 

But little Sophie had seen these mountains 
firet in the presence of her mother ; she there» 
fore turned from them with a sort of shud«- 
dering, as from a painful association, and 
found herself in some degree relieved when, 
having passed the steepest part of the ascent, 
th& calrriage turned into a long avenue of 
chesnuts, in the hollow between the two Sa« 
leves, which rose on each side of the road* 
This avenue presently brought them to Mo* 
netier* This village is situated in a lofty 
plainbetween the mountains, shut out, appa« 
rently, from ail the world, and, at the first 
sights coiiveying the idea of perfect peace : 
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but those who understand the human mind, 
must be assured that wherever human beings 
exist, that human passions there will rise and 
burn the hotter and the higher where most 
closely pent; and yet a village shut up with 
hills, embosomed in trees, and having its little 
church and humble spire lifting itself above 
those trees, with all its accompaniments of 
mountain scenery, seems to speak to the 
heart, and promise innocence and quiet, and 
a refuge from the storms of life. Reason 
may indeed suggest the fallacy of these ex-* 
pectations, and experience actually give the 
lie to them ; yet still the imagination again 
and again suggests the same ideas on the re- 
currence of the same images, and I think it 
therefore very possible that these associations, 
which seem altogether fanciful, and yet which 
are inherent in our very nature, are implanted 
within us to point out what our state will be 
in the latter days, when nature, which has 
been utterly marred by sin, shall recover her 
pristine glory, and be again what she was in 
Eden. 
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But I am lingering too long on my jour^ 
ney, and perchance am wearying my reader 
with speculations which may at first sight 
appear to him to be without foundation. I 
will therefore leave these things, to inform 
him that when Sophie first caught a glimpse 
of the tower of the church, she expressed some 
pleasure, saying, " Then we can go to churchy 
nurse ; it is long since I have been at church.*^ 
In reply to which, Janet informed her that 
all the persons in the village were Papists, 
that the minister was a Papist, and that 
there were very few Protestants in the pa- 
rish. 

"All Roman Catholic!" replied Sophie, 
with a sigh, and then relapsed into silence. 

The villages in Savoy cannot, in general, 
boast of their cleanliness ; and probably it 
will be found that where the religion is not 
correct, external neatness is commonly neg* 
lected : but this is not a general rule ; there 
are some exceptions. But the general sloven- 
liness of this village did not extend to the 
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honnwiUiad of Jaaet Keller : her house did not 
QoniMOt itself with the other houses ; it vnA 
apart from the rest. I will not say on what 
side, of the village, as I do not choose to in- 
dulge the curiosity of my reader in this par<- 
tiottlar. Suffice it to say, that when we en- 
terad the village, the mule knew the exact 
turn which it behoved him to take. It was 
through a lane from which the homestead 
was separated by a rude wall. A high gate, 
with double doors, opened from'thence into at 
court paved with round stones. On the 
right was the cowhouse and stable ; at the 
bottom a shed for wood^ and a place of refuge 
for the poultry from the good^bird, a species 
of eagle^ dwelling on the mountains, and 
called good, no doubt, much in the same spirit 
as that in which the same epithet is bestowed 
on the little people so much dreaded [in flie 
northern provinces of Scotland. The house 
itself occupied the left side of this cour^ 
being none the worse for not being under the 
aama roof with the cowhouse. 
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7%is , hoysQ vas a low buildings bttviog 
ppaly oiie at<»y, and a tiled roof bangiog 
^er a..gaUei7 wbich ran round the house, and 
into, which the chamber wiBdowB opened, this 
gallery being, fenced with a rude unpainted 
I3^u»g ; for, in fact, there was no paint TisiUe 
on the boi^. The lower part of the house 
c^oqai^ted pf a very large kitchen^ with a wide 
f^uno^y, witbin ^hifih was. a sort of parlour 
or. chamber, with a neat bed in an alcove, a 
cbe^t^of drawers, a table and chairs, the walls 
l^t^ing.wainsQolQdt but not painted ; and, by 
ib^i^fU'eof A9J9ette»a small piece of carpeting 
^iogsprctfid upon the tiled floor: the win* 
dow of this Doom; opened upon a fields and 
a vine^ on which the fruit was hanging in 
rich clusters which had been trained up to the 
gallery above. This apartment was prepared 
for Sophie ; and when Josseline lifted her out 
of the cart, Janet led her into it> the whole of 
the family standing back in consideration of 
b^r. Pi^oiiliarjiy melancholy situation* 

I. shall pass over the.few first days spent 

M 
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by Sophie in the mountains ; because during 
that time Janet kept her in her little chamber, 
to which she introduced, one by one, her 
daughters-in-law and grand-children, sitting 
with her herself all day, and sleeping on a couch 
by her side at night During this period 
Sophie became more calm ; religion was do- 
ing its work, under the ministry of Janet, in 
bringing its consolations; and before the 
Sunday morning the little orphan had been 
brought to consider her parents in an exist- 
ence of unutterable blessedness, as lifted en- 
tirely above all the sufferings of this present 
sorrowful life ; in compliance with the idea* 
contained in the following stanza : 

O fils de Dieu I quelle sainte assurance, 
Par ton esprit se repand en nos coeurs ! 
Jamais la mort, ni ses sombres terreurs, 

Ne prevaudront contre notre esperance. 

Oui, notre foi triomphe en ta puissance, 
£t du tombeau nous rend plus que vainqueurs. 

Her sorrow, then, being no longer without 
a heavenly sweetness, exhibited itself no more 
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as it bad done at first, in violent and sudden 
bursts of grief> which seemed as if they would 
have torn her tender breast, but in that gentle 
flow of kindly tears, such as nature permits 
for the relief of the swelling heart ; thus 
proving the words of the poet, viz. that the 
fiercer passions of man are as the wind, which, 
rifting the snows of the mountain, causes 
them to fall with dreadful crash into the val- 
leys beneath, bearing destruction on their 
terrible wings ; whereas the milder influences 
of the Holy Spirit, as procured for us through 
Christ our Lord, are as the effects of the 
warm summer breeze, which, gently melting 
the snows of the mountains, causes them to 
flow in a thousand fertilizing rills, filling the 
valleys with plenty, and causing the furrows 
to stand thick with corn. 

It was, as I before said, the morning of 
the Lord's day — we will not call it the 
sabbath, for the day of our Lord is as much 
more blessed than the sabbath of the Jews, 
aa the gospel is more excellent than the law ; 
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and as the resurrection of our blessed Sa- 
viour is more full of hope for the redeemed 
than that day in which his precibus body, 
being submitted to the powers of death, lay 
silently in the grave. Early in the meaning 
Janet came to Sophie. ** You shall come 
out amongst us, my little lady, to-day,^ she 
said, '^ and see how we poor sheep of the 
mountains keep our Sunday. You shall as- 
sist at our family worship, and join with us 
in our hymns. You have been comforted, 
my little one, and have learnt to know that 
the Almighty forgets not his fatherless ones.^ 
So saying, she assisted her to dress, and led 
her out into the hall, where all the family 
were assembled round a long table, on which 
the breakfast was neatly arranged, consisting 
of a bowl of soup, another of bcnled milk, 
with huge flat loaves, coffee, fruit, and a little 
apparatus for making tea being placed at 
the head of the table : there also sat JosseliHe, 
with his wife and little children on one side 
of him, whilst, on the other, places were left 
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for Sophie and his mother. Next in order 
sat the young people ; and the servants oc- 
cupied the bottom of the board. 

Every one bowed and looked kindly when 
Sophie appeared ; but no remarks were made. 
And when Josseline had asked a blessing, the 
meal commenced. 

The window of the hall was open, and the 
sound of the village bell came swinging slowly 
over the trees, which rose thickly beyond the 
outhouses. 

*' That bell/* said Josseline, " is not for 
us, mademoiselle ; but we will pray for those 
of our poor neighbours who are summoned 
by it to their mistaken services." 

On hearing this remark, one of the boys, 
as boys will do, used an expression of con- 
tempt for the stupid folly of his neighbours : 
on which the mother spoke. '* Paul,'' said 
she, *' what are we ? that is, what is our 
station in life ? ^' 

" Peasants,'' replied the boy ; " or, at best, 
farmers living on the mountains." 

M 3 
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** Plata sorC of pe6ple/' added th^ i»ol;her, 
'' having mach rough work to do, and dressed 
in coarse clothing; our beat habits being of 
blue cloth, our finest linen of spun hemp, 
our hats of coarse straw, our stockings of 
blue worsted, and our shoes of wood — " 

*^ On week-days, and of leather on Sun- 
days," added Paul, laiighing. 

'* True,^ said the grandmother, " true, my 
boy ; and now tell me what law or necessity 
there is for a man or boy, or woman or girl, 
who wears blue wdollen instead of satin 
and velvet, and sabots instead of silk slippers, 
to be more coarse and vulgar in his conver-^ 
sation than a person who is better dressed ? " 

Paul shrugged up his shoulders, as if to 
say^ ^* Now, my mother is down upon me for 
the slur I have thrown upon the Papiibts.^ 

*' To whom are the gifte of sanctification 
by the Lord the Spirit promised?" asked 
the mother. ^^ To the rich only and to the 
great ? " 

Paul was silent ; but Aleine spoke this 
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ficriptctre, viz. ** Ood is no respecter of per- 
sons/' 

'' According to whicb,^ returned Janet, 
^ is there any reason wherefore, we, being 
persons of lowly estate, may not expect as 
abundant a pouring out upon us of sptrituiU 
blessings as those of higher degree P ^ 

*' Surely we may," replied Aleine. 

^* And that we may be assisted in an 
equal degree to bring forth the fruits of the 
Spirit ?^^ proceeded Janet. 

'' Undoubtedly, mother,"^ returned Josse- 
libe. 

" Then what are these fruits,^ con- 
tinued the excellent mother, " but love, joy, 
peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, 
faith, meekness, temperance ? ^ (Gal. v. 22, 
23.) ** All these graces, I maintain, may 
flourish in a cottage as well as in the court 
of a king. And wherever they flourish, be 
assured that there will be no hard censures 
past on a fellow-creature ; no irritable feel* 
ings indulged against a brother in the faith ; 
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and no unkind ones against such of our fet 
low-creatures as are not so; but love will 
have its perfect exercise, and gentleness and 
temperance will produce the same polish of 
manners which might be witnessed in the 
hall of a prince, with this difference only, 
that in the case of the believer, the courtesy 
would be real ; whereas in that of the prince 
it is too often but superficial.^ 

'' Mother,^' said JosseUne, '* I see that 
mademoiselle is looking hard at you, as if 
wondering how a peasant of the mountains 
should be able to express herself as you do.^ 

•' Why, what have I said, son?" replied 
Janet. 

'* You have spoken but the truth, mother,^^ 
returned the son ; ** but you must know that 
many of our betters have been surprised at 
the manner in which you express yourself. 
But the fact is, mademoiselle," he added, 
'^ and it might please you to know it, that 
my mother, being an orphan, though the 
child of a poor man, was brought up by 
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thiEit worthy lady, your great-grandmother, 
and' taught many things above her station ; 
and since that, period, having been brought 
to the knowledge of divine things, she has 
been prevented from sinking into those low 
balHts into which her humble station might 
otherwise have led her.*' 

" Religion has a wonderful effect," added 
Jsuiety '' if it be of the right sort, in keeping 
us poor human creatures from sinking into 
coarseness and brutality. I have heard it 
said, that ihe wildest savage, when converted 
from his errors, becomes^ in some degree, 
polite. The very dread which every Christian 
must have of giving unnecessary pain to any 
creature must, in some degree, make him a 
gentleman* What does the Scripture say, 
but this : ' By this shall all men know that 
ye are my disciples, if ye have love one for 
another.' " 

Thus they continued to converse till after 
break&st ; after which, when JosseUne had 
given thanks, every one went about those 
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my poor mama also told me so ; anfd I know, 
though she was so . much better than most 
other people, that she had never any other 
thought but that it would be by our Loitl 
Jesus Christ that she would be saved;^ 

*' Why do you say, * would be/ made- 
moiselle ? ** said Josseline. '^ By what has 
Christ procured our redemption ? " 

" By his coming into Ae world to die for 
us, and by his resurrection and ascension,^ 
replied little Sophie. 

'' Well," said Josseline, ** are those events 
passed, or to come ? ^ 

*' Oh, passed a great while ago,^ replied 
Sophie. 

" Then,^ said Josseline, " we are redeem- 
ed, the thing is done ;-— not to be done/' 

" Yes," replied Sophie, '* to be sure, we 
are redeemed ; that is, those who will go to 
heaven are redeemed. But then we, who are 
alive, we cannot know whether we are ^aved 
till we die/* 

" You ere mistaken there, my little lady,** 
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repUedJo^seline ; '' ire cannot, indeed^kAPw 
exactly what will take place when we die, 
or where ,we ;tnay be after deaths any more 
than I can tell the nature of the moon, and 
the things which are there ; but we may be 
assured of our salvation and our happinesci, 
whether in life or in deaths if we have been 
brought to believe .that Ch;riat, and Christ 
o^ly, 18 our Redeemer." 

*' I do beUeve," replied Sopliie^ '^ that 
there is no other Redeemer but our Lord, 
and that he saves all those who are to.be 
saved ; but I cannot feel sure that I shall be 
aafed* I often feel so naughty and so re- 
bellious, and BO vexed and grieved with the 
ttuAga which God chooses to do, that I can- 
not always think I am a child of God, or 
that I shall go tp heaven." 

^^ Then I am to understand that you ex- 
pect, it seems/' said Josseline, ''that your 
going to heaven, has something to do with 
your obtaining merit by obedience and sub- 
mi(^oD to God; and that in consequence 

N 
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yoor BalvatioD depends upon yourself, in 
some degree. In that case^ you have never 
yet received your blessed Saviour as your 
Redeemer ; you have thought of him only as 
of a friend who is to help you in case you 
cannot do all that is necessary for yourself." 

^' I think I have,^ answered Sophie, after 
a moments pause ; ^' I think I have. I am 
sure^ indeed, that I have always thought that 
I must do something for myself; and that if 
I did not do it, I should not be saved. But 
is it hot necessary for us to try to be good ? " 
** We will speak of that by-and-by, my little 
dear,^ said Janet, who had been listening 
anxiously to what the child said ; *' but only 
answer me now one question : did your dear 
mother ever say that she must do any thing 
to work out her own salvation ? ^ 

" No, no," replied Sophie ; ** she always 
told me she could do nothing herself; but 
that our Lord must do all : and so did my 
dear papa, and Mr. Seymour, and Lucy and 
Emily. I am sure they always told me this ; 
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but still I had an idea that I was to do some- 
thing for myself; and I thought that I 
should go to hell if I did not do it." 

*^ Thank God for the assurance^^ said 
Janet, *' that my beloved child lived and died 
in the pure faith ; and as to your error, my 
dear Sophie, learn that it is one that clings fast 
to our proud and evil natures, which cannot 
submit to receive the mercies of God as a 
free gift, entirely undeserved by us. But 
now that, by God's blessing, your mind is 
opened to see your unbelief, listen to my son, 
and he will, with God's assistance, unfold the 
truth to you.'' 

** The three persons of the Trinity," said 
JoBseline, ** viz. the Father, the Son, and the 
Holy Ghost, are all equally engaged in the 
work of our salvation. You are acquainted, 
no doubt, with this doctrine of the Trinity in 
unity." 

'' I am," replied Sophie. " I think I have 
been taught in the right way; for all my 
dear friends worked very hard to show me 
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that whatever they taaght me was in the 
Bible. But I fear I have not always learatr 
aright; and I am sure I have not always 
understood ail that has been said to me." 

'*Poor child," said Janet: "may the 
Spirit which is above descend in blessings 
on your young head ! " 

" Do you know,'' asked Josseline, " what 
God the Father has done, and continues to 
do, for those who are redeemed ?" 

" He gave his Son for them,'' replied So^ 
phie. 

** And what more does he do ?" asked 
Josseline. 

Sophie could not reply; but looked at 
Aleine, who, speaking for her, said, " No 
man can come unto me except the Father 
which hath sent me draw him ; and 1 will 
raise him up at the last day." (John vi. 44.) 

" Observe, then," said Josseline, *' that 
no man can call Jesus Lord unless he is 
taught by the Father. If, then, you believe 
that you. arci saved by the Son, you have re^ 
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ceived the call of the Father; you have re- 
ceived that sign in your hearts which is the 
assurance of your salvation: not that you 
shall be saved, but that you are saved ; for 
that by which you were redeemed is finished, 
and nothing depends on yourself. And now, 
having received this assurance, you may ex- 
pect that that sanctification which is the 
work of the Lord the Spirit, will forthwith 
commence in your heart. Do you under- 
stand, mademoiselle ? ^ 

*' I think I do, uncle,'' replied Sophie ; 
" but please to ask me again another time, 
and teach me more, for I feel that I know very 
little," 

'' But you know one thing, I trust, my 
child," said Janet, ^* and that knowledge is 
worth all else which could be taught you, 
viz. that Christ has redeemed you.^ 

This catechizing being concluded, the 
young party were set at liberty, and the 
boys, taking their bibles, sought some fa- 
vourite nook wherein to read in quietness. 

N 3 
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AkiM, Unnse, and Sopliie, ireot togedier, 
•ad, choosmg ui ariwor m the gudeo, Aey 
•hosatmd re»d,cneh«parately; andthere, 
after they had aaC awhile, poor htde Sophie 
tdt heraelf pamfally aflfacted by oertain mid 
veooileetioQS of the aiboar in Mr. Seymour's 
gardeOp and of her fiur yoaog oompanioiis in 
Englaiid; and papa and mama were aihe 
then, she thought, and I knew that I sbooM 
see them when I returned to the house ; but 
where are Lucy and Emily now ? and whereaoe 
my dear parents ? And the tears fell in large 
drops from her eyes, and she began to sob. 

The young peasants were tenderly touched 
at observing her tears : they both laid down 
their books, and, gently taking her hands, they 
led her out of the arbour, and to that part of the 
garden whereaclear stream of water came gush- 
ing from a stooy part of the mountain above. 
There, giving her to drink from a little cup 
which was chained to the fountain, Aleine 
said, <* This fountain, mademoiselle, never 
ceases to flow j it is never muddy, but always 
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dear : as long as these bills remain, it will 
eontinue to bubble forth. But there is a 
fountain" — end she lifted up her fine dark 
eyes to the sky — '< which will still flow when 
the heavens shall have departed like a scroll, 
and the elements shall have melted with fer- 
▼<ent heat ; and they that taste of it shall 
thirst no more ; and our parents have drank 
of this fountain, and are satisfied. Why, 
then, should we weep, as those without hope ? 
•Let us kneel down here and thank God that 
we also have been made partakers of this 
spiritual life." Aleine then knelt, and, with 
her, Sophie and Louise ; and these dear chil- 
dren prayed together that the assurance of 
the divine love might descend on the heart of 
Sophie, and change her songs of mourning 
to those of joy and thanksgiving. 

When they arose from their knees, Sophie 
threw her arms around the necks of her young 
companions, and was led by them into the house, 
where the dinner was spread upon the board 
in the hall. After dinner, Janet took Sophie 
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with her to walk upon the hill ; and, as she 
led her gently along the thymy slopes, she 
endeavoured to amuse her by giving her his- 
tories of her younger days, when a child, 
residing in the house of her great-grand- 
mother, pointing out, how in one way and 
another, every circumstance of her life had 
been arranged for her good. 

" And for mine too,^ said Sophie. *' Q 
dear nurse Janet, how little did grandmama 
think that it was in order that you might 
take care of the poor little orphan Sophie 
that she was rearing you so carefully." 

" But there was one,"** replied Janet, ** who 
did arrange all this beforehand, my child. 
And can you doubt that he, who has thus 
wisely managed all these things for you, will 
not finish his work ? " 

^^ I do not doubt it, dear nurse,"^ replied 
Sophie ; ^^ and to prove to you that I do not 
doubt, I will try to be cheerful and happy. 
Mama and papa are happy, I know they are ; 
and l.wiU not think of myself.'' 
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God helping yoo," said Janet. 

In the evening of this blessed day Josseline 
again assembled his family to divine worship ; 
and when they had sapped in the same order 
as they had taken their other meals, they all 
retired to rest. 

During the week, Sophie accustomed her^ 
self to associate with these excellent people, 
and to occo^py herself with any little domestic 
matters which her nurse thought fit for her ; 
and she needs must follow her favourite 
Aleine in all her employments : and thus, 
insensibly, her health improved, and her 
cheerful feelings were confirmed by the beauti- 
ful views of the love of Grod for the redeemed 
daily exhibited by Josseline at the hours of 
evening devotions, when the family were all 
collected in the hall, and the doors shut close 
npon the world without. This period was, 
indeed, a blessed one to the little girl. As 
the rain descending on the mown grass, so 
did the words of wisdom descend on the 
heart of this orphan babe, strengthening and- 
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confirming her against the day of trial which 
awaited her, and which, with the divine 
mercy, was protracted from time to time, 
owing to the absence of her aunt. At 
length, however, when Sophie had been six 
weeks in the mountains, a letter came from 
M. Prevot, directing that his niece should 
be brought to his country-house, near Ge* 
neva ; giving Janet the option, as I before 
said, either to stay with her there, or leave, 
her under the care of the gouvemante or 
housekeeper till Madame PrevoCs return. 

Janet had no hesitation what she should 
do ; nor did her family make the least ob- 
jection to parting with her for the consola-* 
tion of their beloved Mademoiselle Sophie. 
And, indeed, had she hesitated, the implor* 
ing looks of her beloved child would speedily 
have settled the matter. Accordingly, So- 
phie and Janet once again put themselves 
into the little cart, and, proceeding to Mor- 
nez, where they were met by a small carriage of 
M. Prevot^s, which speedily brought theiHi 
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to the country-house mentioned above ; the 
young people of Monetier comforting them- 
selves with the hope that when the flowers 
bloomed again upon the mountains, they 
should see their beloved little lady again. 
Thus hope is found to gild the path of 
life, and to shed its rays on many of its 
darkest spots. 

The housekeeper, who had the charge of 
this campagne, for so are the country-houses 
called on the continent, was a simple, pious 
person attached to the family ; but ignorant 
in comparison with Janet. However, she 
was prepared to do all that was kind for So- 
phie, even to the extent of indulging her in 
every wish. It happened, indeed, that So- 
phie's desires were moderate, and that she 
was very much under the iufluence of the 
nurse, as she always called Janet Keller ; but 
no thanks were due on this account to Ma- 
dame la Gouvernante, who, in common with 
many others in her subordinate situation, had 
no idea of any distinction between excessive 
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iodolgieiiee and that kindoeea which isdiiNm^ 
•ad fHToper. Neverthekas, little Sophie^ bMg 
goidedi a»I before said, by Janets end bein^ 
moreover, under the inflaence of a higher 
prHici{>le, enjoyed much peaoe whilst reailliiig 
at her uncle's country-house. % 

We have spoken formerly of a MaduMe^t. 
Clare, a friend of the aunt and m<»ther.Q£]6iol 
phie. This lady, being apprised by Madame 
Prevot of the situation of her »ieoe,'l0sidio 
time in calling upon her, aad bringingHvitil 
her her daughter Roaette, who was abeut 
four years older than Sophie. -^ 

Mademoiselle Roquenord was waUdagwiftb 
Janet, in the avenue, when Madame St. Clareb 
carriage drove through the gates. The ladiMi 
alighted immediately, and, embracing heiri»& 
fectionately, offered their services) to show hM 
any kindness which lay in theii^ power. Sopdbad 
was extremely pleased by the manneirofRoe 
ziQtte towards her ; and although her diMl 
was st^ff, and her air peculiar intbe^yyefk^f 
one always aoeuslx>Qied to the iSngblh ^yhe. 
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it 18 generally thought good taste to 
leave the hair and figure as unrestrained in 
youth as neatness and elegance will permit ; 
and the manners as little modified by fashion 
as the necessary attention to politeness will 
allow. 

Sophie felt at once^ that she could love 
Rozette ; neither did it enter into her mind, 
as she was so pleasing and amiable^ to doubt 
that all might not be exactly as it ought to 
be with regard to those principles which she 
had been taught to consider of the first im- 
portance* However, before they parted, Ma- 
dame St. Clair promised to call again, al- 
though she did not invite Sophie to her 
hoBse; for which she afterwards accounted 
to her daughter, by saying, that she did not 
Kke the appearance of Sophie, as it regarded 
health. '' TbBLt dear child,'' she said, *' exhibiU 
some symptoms as if she would not be longoa 
this earth. Such extreme delicacy of com- 
plexion is not natural ; it is too like that of 
her mother, at her age, only more in the ex^ 
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" You must bdcmg to oar re-union. So- 
phie/' said Rozetie. " Mama says, indeed, 
that you ought to be considered as one of us 
already^ because yon are the daughter of her 
own dear little Sc^ie Lerrat ; her little fair 
young friend^ as my mama calls her : for my 
mama loved your mama as much as I mean 
to love you, my little Sophie. And you must 
get your youngest cousin, Juliette, to recom- 
mend youy being of your own age, Sophie ; 
for I am too old, you know. You are not 
ten, and I am turned thirteen. Your eldest 
cousin is the senior of th6 society, by some 
months. If die says she is full fourteen, tell 
her that she lies under a slight mistake* 
Mama knows her age, and will stand to it; 
so yon will be sure to have her on your side.'' 

** I do not understand you, Rozette/' re- 
plied Sophie. 

'' Tenez, tenez, ecoutez," exclaimed Ro-* 
zette. " Voila le fait, PauUne does niA 
wish yon to be of our society : she told me 
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SO before she went to Paris. She says you 
are — "^ And Rozette laughed, and blushed « 
and hesitated. 

" What ? "" asked Sophie. 

" A — a — '^ replied Rozette ; *' but I must 
not tell you."" 

" Yes, you may," said Sophie. 

*^ A momiere,'' returned Rozette ; ^^ une 
petite momiere.'* 

«< What is that ? " asked Sophie. 

*' Ah ! you dotft know — n'importe" said 
Rozette ; " but, to return to our society, I 
will tell you all about it ;" and she entered 
into a full detail of the laws and ordinances 
of the assembly, which it would be but a re- 
petition to give again in this place. 

" And what do you do, when you meet ? *' 
asked Sophie. *' Do you read the Bible ?^ 

^^ Ah ! ah ! '^ returned Rozette, laughing. 
^' What should we do, do you think, Sophie ? 
But you may be quite asssured that we con^ 
duct ourselves with the greatest propriety. 
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aAd mth Uie utmost attention to all the on 
cKnances of society.^ 

*' I suppose,^ said Sophie^ ^' that these as* 
semblies are something like our Sunday mee(> 
ittgs in England* To be sure there were 
only three of us — Lucy and Emily Seymour, 
and mysdf — but we used to meet every Son- 
day evening)'' and the tears came into So- 
phie's eyes^ as she mentioned the beloYed 
names of her little ftiends. 

" Well^^ said Rozette, '* we will speak of 
these things no more at present, dear So- 
phie ; I did not mean to awaken sad remem- 
branees.** 

'' They are not sad, they are sweet," replied 
Sophie ; I love to talk of them. Shall I tell 
you how we lived in England ? Shall I de^ 
scribe Lucy and Emily to you ?^ And with* 
out waiting any answer, she proceeded to ex- 
patiate on many of the happy and holy hours 
she had spent with those her earliest friends ; 
but in proportion as she proceeded, Rozette 
became thoughtful, and the colour rose in 

o 3 
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ber clear dark cheek ; for» like many of her 
coQDtry-woinen, ehe bad sparkling black 
eyes, and a complexion of a delicate broirn. 
At length, starting up from her seat, for they 
were sitting in a verandah, which looked over 
a charming country towaids the mountains^ 
'' I must go now, Sophie," she said ; ^' la 
Bonne is waiting 'for me in the carriage, and 
I wish you would not speak again of those 
Sunday evenings, or of those little gurls : it 
gives me pain in the heart to heair of those 
things; but farewell till our next meeting, 
my little Sophie ;'^ and she kissed both her 
cheeks, and ran down the stone steps, which 
led up without the house into the balcony. 

Sophie wondered for an instant at the 
strangeness of her manner, but thought no 
more of it ; for Aleine was come to see her 
from the mountains, and had only waited to 
come up till the young lady was departed. 
. Whilst Sophie was at her uncle^s country- 
house, a period which endured from Novem- 
ber till the end of May-^for so long be? 
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uncle*s family remained at Paris — she en- 
jdyed much peace. Her mornings were spent 
with ber masters, and sometimes diversified 
by a visit from Rozette, or Madame St. Clair ; 
fliottgb, after the conversation above cited » 
mademoiselle never came alone^ but always 
with her governess, or her mother, and ne- 
ver entered into very particular conversation 
with her little friend » though she was inva- 
riably kind. She dined early, and afterwards 
walked, or sate with Janet, reading the Scrip* 
tures to her, as she was knitting, or playing 
and ' singing hymns to her, accompanying 
herself on the harp ; and in the evening, she 
was commonly well wrapt up, and taken by 
Janet and the gouvernanie in the little cover- 
ed carriage belonging to her uncle, to one of 
those places of worship in and near Geneva, 
wbic^h are so well known, and so dear to those 
persons in that neighbourhood, who are at- 
tached to the old doctrines of the reformers. 
I shall not point out precisely, and by name, 
the places of these little assemblies of the 
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<Aildnn of God, aldio«gl& the ways wbii^ 
led to that have ofteo been trodden by my 
footy and although I have loved to think and 
fed that I shall yet meet those whom I have 
flwi rtere, and probaUy shall meet no more 
on eaith, in the preaence of that Uessed Sa* 
▼ionr, who has thos called these his sheep 
oat of darkness into that path which shall 
shine moie and moie» until it break forth mto 
the glorioQS light of perfect day. There are 
many in these assemblies who may have ob- 
served the figure of Sophie^ and those of her 
less remarkable companions, mingling with 
the congregation ; for little Sophie once seen, 
coald not be easily forgotten, delicate as she 
always was, and singularly lovely, and dressed 
in deep mourning, her beautiful hair not as yet 
tortured d la chinoisy hanging in glossy ringlets 
from beneath her bonnet of crape; but those 
that have seen her in those assemblies will see 
her no more till they behold her blazing as a 
diamond in the crown of Him in whom she was 
'■wrought to place a confidence as entire, as 
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perfect, as that which the infant feels for the 
mother who gives him his first pure suste- 
nance. 

How much little Sophie enjoyed these 
evening assemblies, it would be difficult to 
say ; yet how much the simple instructions 
she there received, tended, with God^s bless-* 
ing, to confirm her in the holy way, will ap* 
pear hereafter. But I should mention, that 
one evening, late in the season, scarcely, in«- 
deed, a month before the return of M. Pre* 
vot and his family, as the little party were 
coming out of one of these places of worship, 
in the town, a number of the lower sort were 
gathered round the door, shouting and sing- 
ing, and amongst these, a great boy, push- 
ing between Sophie and the gouvernante, 
fOTced back the bonnet of the former, crying 
out — on seeing the dress and air of the little 
lady— -and exclaiming, ** Ah une momiere de 
pltis ! Une momiere de bon ton /" On which, 
a .number of the mob, joining in a chorus, 
sung what follows : — 
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*^ Encore une momiere de plus ! 

" Daturicole! 

" Qu^on enrole ! 

** Encore une momiere deplusi 

" Bien que coute des ecus ! " 

Janet and the gouveroaote soon sacceeded 
in getting Sophie out of the crowd, and 
placing her in the carriage. And as tb^ 
drove away, the child was anxious to know 
what all the noise was about. " What is a 
momiere, nurse ?^' she said. ** Am I a mo* 
miere ? I remember now that Madame St. 
Clair said I was one; and the people here 
say I am one. What do they mean ?^ 

Janet could not help laughing at the sisi- 
plieity of the question, yet thought it right 
to explain to the little girl that this word 
was meant as a term of reproach, and pro- 
bably signified one who made a munuoery of 
religion, or preteiided to be more pious than 
he really wished to be. 

*' For what should any one do that ? '' re» 
plied Sophie. '* Why should we tiy to seen 
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more religious than we are, wh^i we only 
get laughed at for it ? But, dear nurse, I 
am sorry for these poor people who laugh at 
such things ; and I am sorry for Rozette. I 
wish, nurse, that every body I love were re- 
ligious enough to be called a momiere.^ 

Janet joined in the wish, and the subject 
was then dropped, till a few days afterwards, 
when a certain elderly single lady, who was 
acquainted with Madame Preyot, called at 
the country-house where little Sophie was, 
and, asking to see the gouvemante, she re>- 
proved her sharply, for having taken Made- 
moiselle Roquenord to a place where she was 
liable to meet with such insults as she had 
encountered some days before. *' I shall 
certainly," she added, ** inform Madame Pre- 
vot of what has happened, in order that 
tilings of this, kind may be pnevented in fu-^ 
tufe." 

The poor gonvernante was alarmed, and 
begged the busy lady to spare her, promising 
she would herself tell Madame, when she ar- 
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I» of what had hftppeiied at the door of 
theebapel. 

• ** Yes/' said the lady^ whom we shait call 
Madettioiselle Floury, " you will tell yoor 
own story ybikr own way^ I have no doobt. 
However, as I am the very last person who 
woiild choose to injure any one, or • meddle 
with any other person^s concerns, I shall say 
nothing of this story at the door of tJM^iiha- 
pd to Madame Prevot^ or of the great iiiMt 
jiaBsed on the young lady, in calling., hior la 
momiere, which is, by«the-by, the very last^ epi- 
thet which ought to be bestowed on a young 
lady of high family, such as that of Mademoi- 
selle Roquenord : nor shall I bring yoiyr Haaie 
forward,' my good woman, since yoawis^A; 
but I shall, in general terms, put my firmid 
on her guard against these momierec^ (br 
the young lady will wholly lose ber ydacecib 
society if her name is ever again connebted 
with those poor creatures : therefore, raet at 
ease; I will not injure you*** - ^ .. - •»m.i 
The poor gouvemante, who had been'friglil. 
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Bood o«t of her wits, bowed and bowed« and 
courtseyed and courtseyed,- attending Ike 
. lady te Ae very gate of the avenue, thank- 
ing her for her kind consideration/ and pro- 
.miaiBg.tbat the young lady^s reputation 
Bhoiild not again be exposed to such danger 
aa ifeihftd. akeady incurred « Never tbeless, 
. MademoiseUe Fleury walked on to Geneva, 
caHiiig eii sev^raJ of her friends ^y the way, 
Celling everyone she knew of the^prad^t 
.Bti^ she had taken in defence of Sophie's re- 
.|Rit&lion» and thus doing all that in her lay 
to connect the name of the little girl with 
that of the sect so much despised, and, in 
&ct^ with so nnich' success, that from that 
itijf Sophie waa better known by those who 
: WBTdi not pitfticalarly intimate with her family 
'by tfaB name of the little momiere de bon ton, 
.Hum ifajytbatof her own father. 
) .1 Bnt.tbis yisit of Mademoiselle Fleury had 
•BOi^dtsoisncerted Jthe poor gouvemante, that 
she took good eare that henceforward, when- 
eUfMr J^Mt proposed to tJike Sopbte t«^ any 
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place of worship, the carriage should not be 
al her disposal. 

Things, however, did not long remain in 
this state ; for a letter arrived very shortly 
afterwards^ giving directions' for the imme- 
diate reception of the family, the hoose in 
la Traille being seldom occupied by it during 
the summer. Jahet did not leave her little girl 
till the very morning of the expected arrivak 
My reader may be assured that the separa^ 
tion was a painful one, and that it did not 
take place without a sdemn act of jmiyer, in 
which Janet implored the divine assistance 
for the continual support of her little one, or 
rather, I shoald say, in an act of tbanks- 
giving, for the supjport which she was well 
assured would be granted in every circum- 
stance of trial. Suffice it to say, that the 
sources of Sopbie^s tears were hardly dosed, 
when the train of carriages, which brought 
back her aunt, her cousins, and the Jilles de 
chambre, drove up to the gate. Sophie had 
not yet se^n her cousins, nor have I yet de- 
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scribed them : they were three in nmnber ; 
two bom before the xnarriagce of Madame 
%oqaenord, and one since. This last was a 
cotemporary of her cousin. The eldest of 
these was called Pauline, after her mother ; 
the other two were named Celie and Juliette. 
These young people had been early intro- 
duced into society ; and hence had obtained 
that manner, so much admired by some, and 
so much disliked by others. We profess to 
describe things precisely as we saw them, and 
not to be too prompt in inU'uding our own 
opinions. It is of little consequence whether 
we are or are not admirers of that perfect 
confidence and nonchalance; that eatire 
freedom from embarrassment ; that set ex- 
pression of countenance; that firmness of 
step and correctness' of carriage, which the 
usages of the world give to young people; 
it is enough for us to say, that the young 
ladies .in question, having possessed these 
qualifications ia a superior degree, whilst 
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ttiU raiding at GcneTa, where^ of course, they 
ningled with the children of the highest fami* 
lies» they had lost none of them by the winter^s 
residence in Paris, where they had also 
learned to arrange their dresses according to 
the last and most approved taste of that po- 
lished captal. 

When Sophie first saw them, they were 
grouped upon the steps of the portico, giving 
directions respecting their packages, which 
the senrants were bringing in from the car- 
riages. Though the eldest of these was nearly 
as tall as her mother, they all wore trowsers, 
ruffled about the heels, haying short, full, 
while frocks, which scarcely reached below 
the knee, the bodies being long, and closely 
compressed round the waist; a pelerine or 
tippet being over the shoulders, with inraienae 
wide flaps hanging over the upper part of the 
arms; the hair forced up from the face d la 
ckmois, terminated by a huge tortoisesbell 
comb : for they had thrown off their head 
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dresses. And being tlms mttiied^ fh^ were 
nUerii^ their commands, as ponoMs do who 
are aoeustomed to be obeyed. 

The pby of the ieatores was once thoo^rt 
th^ chief beauty of the youthful face. And 
yet it may be as well that smiles, if they are 
of any value, should not be lavished on every 
object: andnever, indeed, bestowed, except- 
ing. where there is a decided call for them. 
Sophie, however, as she ran forward to meet 
her cousins, might have been consded, con^ 
sidering her friendless situation, by some little 
acknowledgment of sympathy of this descrip- 
tion. And yfst, perhaps, it were quite as 
well that she should be made to know at 
once what she had to expect from her cousins, 
who were by no means prepared to give her 
theiic confidence ; for she was not of their 
coterie — ^neither was it th^ wish that she 
ever should. They had already had several 
arguments with their mother, who insisted 
that Sophie should b6 proposed as a member of 
her daughters^ Sunday evening assembly, in- 
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forming tbem of the |iraBiue vhidi 

had exacted from her and the m o th c ia of 

the yoang ladies who oonpowd the society; 

and adding, that, as her sister was no move. 

Monsieor Prevot had decided, that it was a 

oompltment whidi ought to he paid to ho* 

memory. 

These arguments had been often introduced, 
and carried on with much ▼diemenoe.and had, 
at length, been terminated by the finther of the 
family, who, hinting his will, b^ged that 
nothing more might be said on the snbject. 

The reception which Monsieor and Ma- 
dame Prevot gave to Sophie, was ooosider- 
ably more kind than that of her cousins | 
nevertheless, she presently fell into a sort of 
routine of life in which very little notice was 
taken of her; though she had nothing to 
complain of, had she been inclined to com- 
plain, excepting that she was left alone — ^en-^ 
tirely alone ; overlooked in conversation—- 
ever considered in any family arrangement, but 
in the light of an appendage, and seldom at- 
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tifiided to when she ventured to speak i but 
there was no actual unkindness on the part 
of any one. She was allowed every comfort; 
and every advantage of masters^ Sec* But 
man 'in paradise could not feel happy with^i 
dnt a help-meet ; and little Sophie had none. 
No one to whom she could speak her thoughts 
— ^to whom she could run and tell her little 
tfcmbles, car to whom she could impart her 
Iktle joys, unless it was the worthy gouver* 
nante, who never failed to visit her every 
night in her little cabinet^ where she slept 
alone^ to tuck her up and kiss her, and some- 
times to bring her a bunch of grapes, or a 
phtte of strawberries. But, soon after the re- 
turn of the family, there arose an increasing 
reserve and formality in the manner of Ma- 
dame Pre vot towards her niece; the cause 
of which at length explained itself — Sophie 
having given the occasion, by a petition 
which she made to be permitted to go to 
a chapel in Pr6 TEveque. 

Madame Prevot was sitting in her draw- 
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ing-nHNDy OD a tola of cot Tdyet^ haying h&t 
foot on an embroidered Btool, and her needle 
work lying before her on a superb taUe with 
golden daws, her daughters being seated at 
their drawing at another table, when the 
little girl, still wearing her deep moivming, 
and having her hair still hanging in their 
natural ringlets, (for it had been privately 
settled, by the aunt and her milliner and wait- 
ing*maid) that the dress of the orphan should 
not be re-modelled till it could be done ynih 
advantage, when her mourning was to be cast 
aside^) came gently forwards, and mcxle^tly 
advanced her request 

Madame Prevot coloured, and, aa it wm 
to gain time, made her repeat her request^ 

'' Are you not content with the instroction 
you receive in the place of worship to whi^ 
you go, in company with your own family, 
Sophie ? ^ said Madame Prevot. 

Sophie looked down, and blushed. 

" You do not answer,'' remarked Madame 
Prevot. 
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Sophie looked up, and replied, " Dear 
aunt, do not be displeased ! I will teQ you 
the plain truth. I know you love the truth. 
Mama always told me that the truth is the 
best at all times. I do not like the church 
we go to." 

** Indeed/' said Madame Prevot, « you 
are very young, I should think, to have 
opinions of your own on these subjects." 

" Of course," remarked Pauline, " they 
are not her own opinions ; they are derived 
from some other source than her own mind : 
there can be no question of that" 

'• You have been listening to Janet Keller," 
said Madame Prevot ; ^^ and the fault is 
mine, Sophie, for leaving you so long with 
her : but I thought only of your health and 
comfort. Mademoiselle Fleury made me sen- 
sible of my error, immediately on my return. 
I ought to have considered the very singular 
opinions which are attributed to Janet, before 
I trusted you with her. Yet I could hardly 
have thought that a young lady of your rank 
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in life would have been influenced so &r as 
you appear to have been, Sophie, by a woman 
80 low— -though worthy, in her way — as Janet 
Keller. But enough, and too much of this. 
Mademoiselle Roquenord. You will please, 
as long as you are under my protection, to go 
vrith me, where I and your uncle think it 
right you should go. I do not admire that 
sort of religion which makes young ]ieopfe 
despise the opinions of their elders.^ 

" Bat mama,^' said Sophie, — and was pro- 
ceeding, when her aunt interrupted her^ say* 
ing,— 

'' No more of this, Sophie ; you hear what 
I say. But do not fancy that I am harsh to 
the child of a dear sister," she added, as if 
recollecting herself. ** Give me a kiss,. So- 
phie, and permit me to judge for you tiH you 
are of an age to judge for yourself.^ 

Sophie advanced to kiss her aunt, but it 
was with a swelling heart. And the cold 
embrace which she received, did not tend 
to remove the pressure she felt on her 



THB LITTLR MOMIEQE. 167 

breast. Nor did she find herself relieved till 
she had wept long in her own room, and faad^ 
on her knees, besought the guidance of her 
heavenly Father. Peace was then restored 
to her soul ; and it was put into her mind, 
that» as obedience to her aunt was her first 
and obvious duty, she should endeavour to 
serve her God in her own little chamber, and 
quietly wait for better times. 

But little Sophie had scarcely left the pre- 
senee of her aunt, when that lady allowed 
those feelings to burst forth, which she had 
hardly restrained in the jStesence of her niece : 
'* Just as Mademcnselle Fleury said !-^these 
momieres have poisoned the mind of the 
child, and rendered her wiser in her own eyes 

than all who ever wdut before her.'^ 
*' I wish you had asked her why she did 

not like our church," said Pauline. 
" What I have asked the opinions of such 

a child as that P " returned Madame Prevot. 

f* Truly, Pauline, I should have been wise in 

sodoing.'^ 
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'* Bot [ Aouhl have liked to hdTe kaavA 
what. she would have said,^ reified tike 
daughter. 

" Well, ask her yourself, theo,^ said Ma* 
dame Prevot. " She has yery likely got 
some of their arguments by heart. She is a 
quick child, and a thinking child ; and I 
dare presume that she has more to say for 
herself than you. may imagine.'^ 

*' But what do the momieres. believe?^ 
asked Juliette. ** I should like to know 
where they are different fVom us, mama ? ^ 

" Really, Juliette,"^ replied Madame Prevot^ 
'' I do not understand these matters ; nei- 
ther do I desire to understand them. I am 
contented with my own church, and my own 
modes of worship. I have no desire to be 
better than all the good people who ever wtnt 
before me ; and, in consequence, to despise 
all my neighbours, as these people do. But 
truly I should be glad to dismiss this subjeot.; 
and, upon -second . thoughts, I desire you^ 
Pauline, not to revive the subject with your 



mt Th^re nvas a go<id deal of deiermina- 
tMD m her manner jnst now ; and had I 
Baid another word, she would have spdcen 
o«€, L BBm, and declared herself persecuted. 
A^ then we should have had a scene ; — and 
of all things in the world, I dislike tragedies 
cf this kind.'' 

Thm dosed this affair ; and asthesummei 
had commenced, so it terminated, without 
any increase of intimacy between the cousins. 
And although the house was constantly filled 
with company, Sophie was kept so much* in 
tbe back ground, that she formed no ac- 
qaaintances independent of her cousins : nei- 
ther ^id she seem anxious so to do ; for her 
ftivoufite Rozette was not in the neighbonr- 
libod. 

At tke close of the summer season, many 
ftsnilteii, who bad either been travelling, or at 
their codntry-^houses, returned to the town ; 
and Monsieur Prevot'^s family also removed 
ta In TtaiUe. There little Sophie fell in lov^e 
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with a small chamber, oommanding the fine 
▼alley spoken of before, which is enclosed 
within the Saleves^ the Chain of Zion, the 
Jara, and the Vouache. This cabinet opened 
by a glass door, or rather doable window^ on 
the flat roof of the house ; and on the other 
side, rather hung over the walk : it had a 
small bed, in an alcove, and a marble chim- 
ney-piece, over which hung a little oil paint- 
ing* representing Sophie^s mother, as an 
infant, seated on the floor, by the side of 
a cradle : there was no merit in the painting 
whatever. And there were other likenesses 
of Madame Roquenord in the house of nanch 
more value ; but this one had such charms 
for Sophie, that she begged to be pcfrmitted 
to have the little chamber which contained 
it. The favour was immediately granted by 
her uncle, in whose presence she had asked 
it; and here she presently established her- 
self, and had the pleasure to think, that 
here she never could look from her windows 
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without seeing those mountains which her 
parents so often described, as if speaking of 
old and very dear friends. 

And now we are about to enter upon a 
new scene in the annals of little Sophie. The 
time of her mourning had expired ; the friend 
who loved her mother best in all that country, 
with the exception of the faithful Janet, 
was returned to Geneva, viz. Madame St 
Clair, and with her her pleasing daughter ; 
and Madame Prevot^ to whom^ if we may not 
attribute a better motive, began to feel that 
it W;Ould not be to her credit any longer to 
seem to make any difference between Juliette 
and .Sophie, who were of the same age, under 
thjEi observation of so many ladies who had 
been intimately connected with her. sister, 
now. begioi to change her manner^ being fur- 
ther instigated to thin change of conduct by 
the hope that Sophie bad lost the bent to- 
wards peculiar notions, as they regard rdigion, 
givea her by Janet^ for. it seems that she 
had been led to take that method most 
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Itkely to succeed with a young mind, in 
never permitting the subject to be revived 
after the discussion spoken of above. The 
daughters, too, had been brought to vary 
a little from the coldness of their manner 
tQwards their cousin, partly from Seeing that 
their conduct had not pleased their father, 
(for men, in general, cannot enter into the 
little cabals of women,) and partly from see-" 
ing so very different a manner in their friend 
Rozette. And thus, from various causes, 
the situation of Sophie being ameliorated, as 
it regarded external circumstances, there is 
little doubt but that the moment of trial was 
near at hand, and that it was soon to be 
decided, whether he that was with her was 
stronger than he that was against her ; for 
we count not her own strength in the striig*- 
gle more than as dust in that balance in 
which the mountains are weighed. 

Madame Prevot had been no sooner set^ 
tied in her town-house, than she called a 
council of state ; her milliner and JiUe de 
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ehamkre^ being Bummoned on the eecasicm 
mto her boudoir, to consider how Sophie 
dig^ht be made fit to be seen. The time was 
arrived in which the orphan might decently 
put off her mourning ; and the Marchande 
de Modes had just pronounced her opinicm 
that mademoiselle required a pair of stays, 
fort baleine, and that her bouclet, alias curla^ 
w£re altogether out of all good taste, when 
]^S^ulame St. Clair and her daughter were 
introduced. T'be milliner immediately ap* 
plied .to mad^me, as to a person of a very 
wperior taste. On. which, Madame St« 
plair insisted on the preservation of the 
eurls in their .natural state for a few months 
longer, (adding, for in truth I know not 
httw we caa improve that which nature has 
dose so well,) though she yielded to the 
slays, to Ihe great horror of little Sophie, 
who already began to breathe with difficulty 
at the bare thought of them ; but then, as 
the milliner said, it would be impossible to 
make any dress to fit mademoiselle, with* 

Q 3 
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out something of the kind : and even Ma- 
dame St. Clair was so blinded by fashion, 
that she really thought that the simple, 
easy, and therefore graceful figure of Sophie 
would look better if trussed up in these 
cruel bandages. 

These great points being settled, several 
girls were introduced into the apartment, 
bringing silks and tulles and blonds and ar- 
tificial flowers, and a thousand other varieties, 
the very names of which Sophie had never 
heard ; and this was discussed, and that ex* 
amined ; and this%as declared comme iljitut, 
and that decided to be tout au eontmire, 
till the little girl being bewildered and fa-* 
tigued, sate down in a corner, just in that 
humour which we must all have felt, iiot 
knowing whether to be pleased at being the 
object of so much attention, or vexed to be 
tormented by such a variety of needless cares 
and troubles. 

There happened to be placed near where 
she sate, a band-box of artificial flower, 
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Tos&^, and lilies, and jasmine, Teiy fair to 
look at indeed, but sach as, with all their 
beauty, would never have attracted a single 
bee ; for there is no honey in the imitati(»s 
which man makes of the flowers of the field. 
And as she sate in the mood I haye described 
above, she took up one and another of these 
gay garlands, and turned them listlessly 
round her arm; and whilst thus employed, 
(if we may use the word,) Rozette came up 
to her, and, tapping her upon the back,— 
•< Well, my little Sophie," she said, '' I 
am glad to see so great a change in you ; 
you will be one of us very soon ; you have 
been proposed and accepted in our society ; 
and next Sunday you are to be introduced. 
There were some, indeed, who objected, not 
on account of your birth in England, for 
yoar family is, yon know, entirely Oenevete, 
and your dear mama was a member of the 
society to which our mothers belong ; but on 
aocoant of that foolish story set on foot by 
Mademoiselle Fleury : but I stood up for 
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]rou, and defended your cause, and abeolntely 
denied the charge.^ 

" What story ? '' asked Sophie ; '' and 
what chai^, Rozette ? I do not understand 
what you mean.'' 

** Nay, donH redden in that way,^ said 
Rozette, laughing; " but I am rery anxious, 
and so is my mama, that you should appear to 
advantage before the yeving ladies, for the 
first time especicJIy. When they know you^ 
I am sure they will love you, as I do, my 
dear Sophie ^ but then — that busy, talking* 
body, to have . set that foolish tale afloat, 
when I dare say you only went because liie 
old woman took you." 

'' Really, dear Rozette," replied Sophie^ 
** you must explaia yourself better ; for I do 
not know what you are talking, about'? 
. . ''. Indeed ! ^ replied Mademoiselle St. Clairv 
" Are you in earnest ? DonH yon under* 
stand me P Well,, listen then, and I JudlLtell 
you. In the first place, my mama was de«^ 
tocmined, because. of a promise she had 'made 
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to Madame Roqaenord before she went to 
England, that yoa should be received into 
our society. Your aunt and uncle also 
thoBght it would be a proper compliment to 
your mama's memory. Now you must know 
that you could not have been received, if 
you bad been younger than the youngest of 
us. Your cousin Juliette is our youngest 
member, and you are two months older than 
she is ; therefore it was agreed that she 
should propose you ; and she did so, by her 
father's orders, last Sunday, but, I can tell 
you, with so bad a grace, that, had I not been 
present^ (and you must know that I am a 
sort of leader in the society,) you would have 
been black-balled." 

'< What is that ? " asked Sophie. 

*' Oh, you young thing ! " exclaimed Ro- 
zette, ** you know nothing. How you look 
and wonder, till your very eyes water ! — just 
to mama says, — if it were not for your height, 
any one might fancy, from the exptession of 
your features, that you were not five yeafs 
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old. You have lired ia England, till yoo 
have got the English face, as they say in 
Paris. The English girls have complexions 
of cream, and hair of silk, and look like so 
many wax dolls. But I love you, too, for 
your very singularity; — ^but where was I? 
Oh, at the black beans. Being Uack-baUed, 
or black-beaned, means being rejected. You 
would have been rejected by the society, as 
I was saying, if it had not been for me. I 
was determined, and I earned the day, in 
spite of them ; but do you know what ob* 
jeotion was raised against you ? ** 

" No," replied Sophie, " I don't know." 

^* I think I shall not tell you," resumed 
Rozette ; " because I am sure you do-not de* 
serve it now, though at one time, indeed, I 
did believe it ; but I think you are changed." 

" What can you mean ? ". asked Sophie. 

" Why," replied Mademoiselle St Clair, 
"if I must tell you the truth, I did at one 
time think that you were, in your heart, what 
sgme people call you. In short, I believed 
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that you wiBre neither more nor less than une 
petite momiere ; but now I think that I was, 
even then, mistaken/' 

Had Mademoiselle St. Clair struck Sophie 
on the head, she could not have recoiled with 
more horror than she did on hearing these 
words, " Bint now I think that I was even 
then mistaken!'' This remark happening 
(if any thing on earth can be said to be a 
work of chance) to agree so entirely with 
certain vague apprehensions which for a few 
days past had occurred to her 6wn mind, viz. 
diat her feelings, ai^ it regarded religion^ 
were on the decline. Not thfat she doubted 
the Ibve of God for herself, but that she felt 
that the world was creeping in between her- 
self and her Redeemer—- the Redeemer of her 
parents, her friend and Father, He to whom 
she owed her being and her salvation; — and 
it was agony to her when she found that 
these apprehensions were confirmed by the 
observations of others. 

In the anguish of her heart, she dropped 
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tlie garland of roses which she held in her 
hand into the box ; and, placing her closed 
palms together in her lap, she inwardly re- 
peated these words : " Father, I have sinned 
against heaven, and before Thee, and am no 
more worthy to be called thy child.'** . Ro* 
sette, who was standing oppoate to her; 
looked intently at her, daring this mcMiient 
of silent feeling, trying to read her eoan* 
tenance, and yet being able to make no other 
of it, but that she was ofiended. 
. Mademoiselle St. Clair was one of the fair;- 
est examples of what a benevolent dispositiOB 
and a polished education, without reli^iotf, 
can efiect ; it was extremely disagreeable io 
her to give pain to any one : and she thought 
that she had touched her little friend in the 
tenderest point. *' She does not like to be 
called a momiere," she thought. *' I have 
done wrong to mention the word*^. Bo^ no 
proper apology suggesting itself, , she was 
glad to be called away by her mother, and to 
have only a moment wherein to kiaa ber 
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Uitle friend, and to assure her that she hoped 
to meet her on the next Sunday evening. 

In the meantime, the Marchande des 
Modes and les ChiiTons having all disap- 
peared, Sophie gladly escaped to her little 
efaamber, where she gave way to a shower of 
tears. *' And am I no longer worthy to be called 
amomiere?^ she said. " Oh ! — then I do not 
belong to my dear Redeemer any more ; and 
yet I urn wrong to say. so. I am his, and he is 
mine; and if I have forgotten him, and 
thought of the world, he has not forgotten 
me.^ The little girl then, taking down her 
hymn-book, presently found the following 
Terse. 

Je suis done pour toujours la Brebis retrouve, 
Four toujours, O Jesus, tu voulus m'acqulrir, 
C'est pour I'^ternit^ que mou lime est 8auv6e, 
Ton esprit est en moi: non, je ue peut mourir. 

Sophie had begun to weep, with a sense ot 
bitterness ; but by degrees her painful feel- 
ings passed quite away. She was preparing 
a little box of remembrances for her dear 

R 
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young friends in England^ which her uncSle 
had promised to forward for her. She had 
almost concluded her arrangements : but there 
was yet something to be done — something 
more to be added to her communications. 
And presently in this employment and in 
that feeling — that feeling so far above all 
present enjoyments — that her heavenly Fa- 
ther smiled again upon her, though he bad 
caused a momentary grief. The rest of fiie 
morning, and indeed the whole afternoon, 
wore away, with the short interruption of 
dinner, with so much peace to the little girl, 
that she was quite surprised to see the golden 
glow' which tinted the heights of Jura, at 
the moment of the setting of the sun ; neU 
ther was her peace disturbed by a strong ar«» 
gument which took place that evening in her 
presence, between her cousins, respecting 
some little affair of their own, in which the 
eldest chose to dictate, and the two others 
were resolved not to submit. Neither could 
it be wondered at, if, in her dreams that night, 
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fthe ftincied herself again in the bower at the 
bottom of Mr. Seymour's garden, with Lucy 
and Emily, and awoke, thinking of them, and 
of the elder friends, who had there contributed 
so largely to the happiness of her life. She 
was to walk the next morning with her cou- 
sins, and their governess. 

There was some object in this walk, which 
bfts not been told me ; but when they were 
setting out, there was an extremely thick 
fog rising from the lake, which was soon 
afterwards succeeded by violent heat from 
the sun breaking through and entirely dis- 
persing the fog ; so that Sophie, whose con- 
stitution was particularly delicate, was ex- 
posed to the two extremes of damp and heat. 
The little party also met with some delays, by 
which they were compelled to walk rapidly 
back again ; and as they came up the ascent 
to la Traille, -Sophie experienced a very 
peculiar sensation, by which her breathing 
seemed affected. 
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** Oh ! stop a moment ! " she said to Iter 
cousios. *' I cannot walk so fast'' 

" We are too late already, mademoisette,'' 
said the governess ; *' and madame will be 
an<^/' So saying, she drew Sophie for- 
ward. And when the child got to her own 
room, she became so ill, that la Bonne 
thought it best to lay her on her bed, and rab 
her temples with hartshorn. Soon, howev^, 
she seemed better ; but the next day, these 
same corsets, being brought home, they were 
laced upon her, and she complained Tery 
lAuch of uneasiness in her chest, which those 
about her attributing to the stays, assared 
her that in a few days she would feel the un- 
easiness no more. 

Little Sophie was young ; and not having a 
maternal friend, to whom to confide her little 
feelings, — a friend who would have under«- 
stood them, or, not understanding, wooM 
have looked into them, — it never occurred to 
her as singular, that the .pain wfaifeh 'Sbe 
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fchoaght originated from this new article of 
dress, never gave way when it was taken off, 
b«l continued to trouble her during the night, 
insomuch bo, that she often awoke gasping 
for breath, and could take no rest without 
raising her piUow against the baok of her 
bed. The truth was, that her chest was 
slightly inflamed ; but that, child-Uke, she 
attributed the symptoms to the barbarous in^ 
fliclioa of the fashionable corset. 

In the mean time, though little Sophie en- 
joy^ a peculiar degree of peace in her own 
cbaojiber, aud on her bed, yet in the company 
of her aunt and cousins she appeared more 
than Qsaally serious, her mind being forcibly 
and divinely drawn to other subjects than 
ibcBe which occupied them. 

" Sophie is not pleased,^ remarked Juliette 
one morning ; " she has never been pleased 
iiiiee Rozette offended her.'^ 
. ** How did she offend her?"^ asked Ma- 
iUme Prevot. 

R 3 
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' ^* By talking to ber about the oKMraberea/' 
replied Juliette. 

'' Absard ! ^ said Madame Prevot ^' I do 
not believe a word of it ; Sophie has more 
sense.'* 

At that instant their cousin entered the 
room; and Juliette^ addressing her, said, 
** Sophie, is it true that Rozette offisnded you 
ihe other day ? " 

'' I don't remember/' replied Sophie.. 

^ On Monday, when she called with her 
mama, she said something to you which madte 
you cry ; you cried all day/' said Juliette. 

" No, I did not cry all day, cousin/' aiii- 
swered Sophie. 

'^ Then she did say something you did BOt 
like," returned Juliette. " Did not she caU 
you a momiere ? " 

Sophie reddened violently, and the tears 
started in her eyes ; but she did not speak. 

*' Ah / la petite momiere,^' rejoined Juliette. 
•' She called you la petite momiere de bon 
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ton: dm! not she? You know that is i^hat 
they call you at Geneva." 

*i The flower and pride of the momieres/' 
subjoined Celie, laughing, and adding from 
the song, — 

Encore una momiere^ une momiere de plus! 

. *' Permit me to remark," said Madame 
Prevot, " that you are forgetting your polite- 
ness, young lady ; we have had enough of 
this jest, which, in truth, has not common 
sense. And if Mademoiselle St. Clair revived 
it, I cannot say that I approve of her having 
«o done." 

** Oh, my dear aunt ! " replied Sophie ; 
*^ you are mistaken. Mademoiselle St. Clair 
did not call me a momiere." 

" What then did she say which displeased 
yon, Sophie ? " asked her aunt. 

'« She said," replied the little girl, " that 
ahe believed that she had been mistaken 
when she supposed me to be— to be-—" And 
then she hesitated. 
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What?" aaid Madame Prevet lmB%. 
Oh, a momiere ! What else ? " exdaimed 
Juliette. " Don^t you know that they are all 
proud of the name ? '' 

" The name is nothing,^ said Sophie ; 
" but, Juliette^ you do not understand me," 

*' No, indeed I do not,^ replied the young 
lady, shrugging up her shoulders, and inter- 
changing lookls with her mother and sntens. 

'' You do not understand — " returned ihi» 
little girl— ^' you who are living with yout 
dear papa and mama in the house where you 
were born-^you do not understand what 
it is to be so far away from the place whc^ 
those dear parents are who had the carq of 
you when you were a baby.'* 

Madame Prevot was silent and attentive^ 
but the young people carried on the argument. 
*' Whaty^ said Pauline, speaking for the 
first time, " has the death of your father and 
mother to do with your being a momiere or 
not a momiere ? ^^ . 

" If your papa and mama were in Englani)^" 
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answered Sophie, gathering courage^ ghould 
not yon want to be there, cousin Pauline 7*^ 

*• Yes, perhaps I might,'* answered the 
young lady. 

*' And you would want to know every 
thing about England," returned Sophie. 

** May be so," answered Pauline ; *' but 
what then ? " 

" Why," replied Sophie, " my heart is 
where my dear papa and mama are ; and t 
feel that by being what they call here a mo- 
miere, I am more certain of being taken to 
where they are, because the people called mo- 
mieres know the way, and they speak of that 
way in their churches, and sing of it in their 
hymns, and talk of it in their common dis* 
course, and I am happy with them, and in 
their company." 

A forced laugh from the young people fol- 
lowed this remark; but Madame Prevot was 
evidently affected in a much more gracious 
manner. She extended a hand to her niece, 
and, drawing her towards her, kissed her 
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more afiectionately than die bad ever b^aie 
done ; adding, " Well, my dear iitde orphan 
girl, I trust that you will find in me and 
your uncle, friends who will make up to you 
what you have lost in your dear parents; 
but go now and compose yourself: it is 
Saturday, and your harp-master will be here 
presently. I shall chide your cousins for in- 
troducing these subjects. They are giddy 
young things, and have known no troubles." 
Thus she dismissed her niece : and she was 
scarcely out of hearing before she began to 
reprove her daughters, saying that she en- 
tirely disapproved of jesting upon such sub- 
jects as those under consideration that morn- 
ing. ** My own mind," she said, ^' has long 
been made up, as it regards religion. I was 
brought up according to the faith of our ex- 
cellent church, as established in this city, 
which is entirely agreeable to what you find 
in our very superior catechism. What the 
opinions of these people called niomieres may 
be I shall not give myself the trouble to ex- 
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ajQ»iae; tboogh I undeiBtand that they con^- 
sider faith as being all in all, and good works 
as wholly unimportant. By which, as you may 
easily understand, they open the door to every 
species of licentiousness, although I do not 
know that, as far as I have heard, any breaches 
of morality have as yet been alleged against 
them. However, as I before said, I cannot 
consider thei^ as proper subjects of ridicule 
in genteel society; and I do beg that I may 
never hear any farther reference made to 
t|)em, or to that ridiculous song, which you 
have continually in your mouths." 

*' Les momkres de bon ton^ mama, do you 
nixean ? '*' asked Juliette pertly. 

'' You understand me,^ replied Madame 
Prevot. 

*' Very well, mama,'' returned the young 
lady ; I promise you. But you will permit 
w^ U} play the air of Ah le bel Oiseau ; and 
I promise you that when I play it, I will not 
think of Sophie."' And here terminated the 
cooY^fsatipn. 
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The next morning was Sunday. The 89* 
aembly of young ladies was to take place thai 
day at Madame Prevot's. Sophie had beea 
extremely uncomfortable during the n^t, 
with the same painful sense of difficulty of 
breathing which she had expmenced for se* 
veral nights. She had placed her bolster 
and pillow in fifty forms to find relief; she 
had had many short slumbers, and many 
uneasy dreams. Sometimes she saw her 
mama in her dreams, and sometimes her 
papa ; but they were not as they used to be. 
Then she was walking and talking with Lucy 
and Emily ; and then a high mountain would 
rise between them. It was now the Jur% 
and now the Saleve, and now Mont Blanc ; 
and its top rose far above the cloudB,-^t 
could never be passed. Then there was a 
fire burning near her bed, and the smoke was 
suffocating her. But towards the moTDing, 
she had a longer sleep^ and more pleas- 
ing dreams, and she fancied herself in the 
"^Uey of Monetier, foUowiug Aleine, whoviMis 
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driving the cows to water, at a fDantain 
fiom which the stream gushed in sparkling 
torrents. 

When Sophie awoke from this last sleep, a 
sense of thirst made her run to drink from a 
g^SS^^9 which stood in the chamber, and 
die was there made aware, by the sound of 
many bells answmng each other as it were 
from the diflferent steeples, that it was time 
to dress. 

But these corsets were to be put on again 
and laced, and it was the day in which she 
was to be introduced to the assembly, and 
one of her new dresses was to be put on, and 
her mourning laid aside. *' Ah ! ^ thought 
she, ** my mama has lain one year in her 
grave, and this day twelvemonth was the first 
Sunday I spent in the mountains ; it was a 
aweet Sunday. I remember what Josseline 
taught me that day. Good Josseline ! I love 
poor Josseline. He and mama were babes at 
the same time, both sitting on Janet^s knees. 
But oh I these stays, how they make my 
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heart ache ; but I shall not fed them by mod 
bye, they say.^ The senrant coming in to 
dress her, disturbed these thoughts. *^ Yoa 
are late, mademoiselle,^ she said ; *' Madame 
is already at breakfast But are you well ? 
What a colour you have in your cheeks.^ 

** It is these stays, Marianne,^' rejdted 
Sophie ; " they hurt me so. I have never 
been comfortable since I had them.*" 

" Ob, mademoiselle ! ^ exclaimed the ser- 
vant ; *' donH let madame hear you say so* 
A pretty young lady like you must wear 
dei corps balleines. How are your dresses 
to set properly without them? And tlm 
evening all the young ladies are to be here; 
and some of them, I can tell you, are partis 
cularly genteel, and most elegant in tfaeit 
dresses : but not more elegant than you and 
our young ladies will be. For I have seen 
the dresses you are to wear; they are- all 
alike. But, mademoiselle, surely you will 
not wear your hair in that barbarous mode 2^ 
and she threw her hands carelessly across 
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Sophie's curls. ^* You look, io this fashioD, 
like a little Savoyard just caught from the 
mountains. It must necessarily be arranged 
a la chinois, c^est a ce qu'on m'a dit la demiert 
mode.'" Thus she ran on ; and having &. 
nished the toilet, she threw open the window 
to examine the state of the weather ; she ex- 
claimed, ^' Ah quel Brouillard affreuw bah I 
One can hardly breathe ! — not a ray of sun- 
shine this blessed morn.^ And truly the open 
doors exhibited one of those very thick fogs, 
to which the city of Geneva is too often liable, 
fiom its vicinity to its beautiful lake ; an in- 
ooavenience often much felt by strangers, 
although the natives do not appear to be in« 
jmed by it But whilst Marianne was thus 
exclaiming, Sophie had ran down to the 
room where the family were at breakfast, 
and at the same time deeply engaged in 
discussing the arrangements for the evening. 
**. I wish we might dance,^ were the words 
which Sophie first heard as she entered. 
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You know it wHI not do, Jutietle,** re- 
plied the mother. 

'^ Why now, mama, you know you danced 
in your time,^ answered the young lady. 

'* But I tell you that it is thought better to 
omit it now,^ answered the mother. '' Peo- 
ple are more scrupulous than they were, about 
these things.^ 

"Why, what is the harm of dancing?'* 
asked Juliette. 

Madame Prevot directed the eyes of her 
daughter to Sophie, who was beginning to 
pay her morning compliments to her aunt. 
On which, Juliette turned to her elder sister, 
and whispered, " Ah le Bel Oiseau^ 

Pauline laughed, and looked as if she un- 
derstood the allusion ; and a silence followed, 
broken by Madame Prevot, who remarked 
to Sophie, that she must be dressed by a 
certain hour in the evening ; *' for you know, 
my dear,'' she added, ** that you are to be 
introduced to the society to-day." 
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' ^ How loDg do the youog ladiea stay, 
aunt?^ said Sophie. 

*^ That is as it may happen, — ^but not tate,^ 
replied the aunt; ^^ you will not be kept up 
after your usual time.^ 

*^ What are we to do, ma'^am, when we are 
met?*" asked Sophie. *^ Am I to take my 
French Bible into the saloon ? " 

It required the severest look which Mon- 
sieur Prevot could command to repress the 
laughter which was about to burst from the 
young ladies at this unexpected inquiry. It 
seemed. However, that Madame Prevot was 
not inplined to laugh. I do not pretend to 
say what she felt ; but she looked unaffectedly 
aerioos when she answered, ^^ Observe what 
your cousins do, dear child, and do the 
same." 

Sophie replied, ^^ I will, aunt ;'' and the 
iwibject dropped. 

Nothing particular happened during the 
day. Madame Prevot observed, that Sophie 
did not look quite well, and directed her 

s 3 
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to Btoy in ber own room whilst the fotiily 
went to chorcb. Sophie felt relieved by tluB 
order; she went up to her little chamber, 
and there, ^whilst she was reading her BiUe^ 
an unexpected pleasure was provided fot her^ 
vis. a letter from her friends in England«--a 
long, sweet, tender letter — a sort of pio-nks 
letter, in which every one of the family had 
written a part. It contained what Sophie 
had asked for some months before, viz. a 
very little picture of the bower, in which she 
had spent so many happy Sunday evenings 
with her friends. Oh, how did the sight of 
this renew the blessed associations connected 
with this bower ! This little picture was as a 
volume full of holy lessons to the little soli* 
tary one. Yet, why should I call her a soli** 
tary one? Of what is sohtude a type in* 
Scripture ? — of what but of the absence of 
God P Was Sophie solitary in that exalted 
sense ? No. Her God was with her ; she 
was not alone. His favour was as sunshine 
slied upon her heart. 



When the ftitnily returned from chnreb, 
the dinner was served : after which eame tte 
^i^rious little preparations for the evemngi 
But Sophie had returned to her room to read 
her letter again, and to look at certain pas^ 
sages of Scripture, to which Mr. Seymour 
had directed her attention ; and these were 
to.be carefully marked, both in her English 
aoDid her French Bible, — for Sophie was equally 
familiar with both. And this employment 
continued till Marianne came in with her new 
dress banging over her arm, and a candle in 
her hand. 

^* Come, mademoiselle,^ she ssud, " there 
is no tin>e to be lost ; these demoiselles have 
kept me below till it is almost too late.^' And 
she immediately set to work to new model the 
parscm of little Sophie, exclaiming with delight 
every moment as she proceeded in metamor* 
phorusing the little girl from a simple child, 
having no other ornament but what nature had 
given her, into a fashionable demoiselle, 
groaning bitterly, however, because she was 
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not permitted to airange her hair i la thmois; 
the style of which may be easily anderslood 
by any one who will take the trouble of ex* 
amintng the portraits of the great grandmo- 
thers of the present Chinese beauties on any 
old piece of porcelaine which may be al 
hand. 

But as I proceed with my history, I am 
continually reminded of the various and 
strange figures which arrange themsdveson 
the tissue of human life,^- wherein ^e gcave^ 
the gay, the solemn, and the ludicroae, often 
exhibit themselves at one point of vbw,«^ 
exciting in the breast of the behcdder that 
most painful of feelings, viz. an inclination 
to laughter in the very bouse of mourning. 
And yet, to see this Jille de chambre^ as-slie 
threw aside with scorn the mourning dresses 
of the orphan, railing at her superiors, he* 
cause she was not permitted to cany her 
system of disfigurement to the utmost ^atr 
treme which a preposterous fashion chose t^i 
dtctate, seemed so thoroughly out of plaee. 
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that'k would have been difficult to IimT&wit: 
Bessed it in any mood, without a disposition 
to smile. 

In the mean time, little Sophie was passive 
in the hands of the waiting.maid. She in- 
deed, cast one sad, lingeriog glance after hef 
black dresA, as if it were all that remained 
to her of the memory of her mama, but took 
no further thought respecting what was go- 
ing forward, only she said, ** Marianne, what 
are we going to do this evening ? " 

** How should I know, mademoiselle,'' an- 
swered the Jille de chambre, who had been 
cautioned not to be too communicative on 
that subject. 

' '* Shall we read, Marianne, do you think ? ^ 
asked Sophie. 

** I cannot say, mademoiselle,^ said Ma- 
rianne ; ** but I think they sometimes sing." 

<* Shall I take my hymn-book down in my 
sac?" asked Sophie. And. she was on the 
point of taking one of her hymn-books firom 
hor book-case when Rozette and Juliette en- 
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tered the room, the former all blooniBg^ 
with high spirits, the latter sileut and re« 
served. 

*^ Ah ! you are ready, ma petite^ said 
Mademoiselle St. Clair, ** and yoa look 
charmingly ; but what are yoa doing there? 
What have you got in your hand ? A hymn^ 
book, I declare. Come, put it down, and 
follow me; we are waiting to introduce 
you.'' 

** Mademoiselle supposes,'^ remarked Me^ 
rianne, with that peculiar smile often to be 
observed in waiting-maids, '* that her hyttm^ 
book may be wanted this evening." 

" What for? " said Rozette. 

*' Marianne tells me,"" replied Sophie, 
'' that you sometimes sing when you meet*'' 

'' Well, and what of that, my chicken P'' 
asked Rozette. '' Do you think that we 
sing hymns?'' 

" Yesi" returned Sophie. '' Is not t04i%y 

Sunday ?"* 

Rozette tapped her on the cheek,\aiid> 
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drawing her arm under bar's, she led her down 
to the door of the saloon, which was already 
splendidly illuminated ; for Madame Preyot 
prided herself in having every thing in her 
house in the best style^ — and the whole of the 
little party were already assembled. These 
young people were daughters of some of the 
highest families in the republic, and were, 
in consequence, perfectly polite in their man- 
ners, and amiable in their carriage. They 
were fU'epared to receive little Sophie with 
the utmost courtesy, and to express their 
pleasure at this addition to their society. 

When the little bustle occasioned by the 
introduction of their new associate had pass- 
ed, the conversation fell into its customary 
channels. Mademoiselle Prevot had much 
to tell of Paris — of the royal family, which she 
had seen several times during her residence 
in that capital — of Versailles and Fontain- 
Ueau, and of the various theatres and places 
of entertainment. Rozette had been in Italy 
diiring. the summer; and she could talk of 
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Florence, and describe Val d'^Arno and ValP 
Ombrosa. It is common to hear young people, 
on the continent, speaking of these things. 
Had Sophie been older, she would have been 
surprised at the premature manner and self- 
possession of these little ladies: as it was, 
she could only draw back into herself with a 
sense of inferiority. 

Whilst this discourse was passing, refresb- 
ments were brought in ; after which, a large 
table was wheeled into the centre of the 
room, covered with a green cloth. On this 
table were several cases; and Pauline, aa 
lady of the house, went round, and invited 
her friends to assemble round the table. 

" What is this ? " thought Sophie. •' Are 
they going to read ? *' Accordingly, having 
been directed to do as others did, she ad- 
vanced to the table with the rest, and took 
her seat by Rozette, whose kindness had con- 
siderably attracted her, having, as it hap- 
pened, her cousin Pauline on the other side 
of her. Thus situated, she waited the open- 
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iqg of the cases, expecting to see some new 
publications produced; instead of which, 
what should appear but several packs of 
cards. 

''. Cards ! " exclaimed the little girl, spring- 
ing from her chair, and starting from the 
table as if she had seen a serpent crawling on 
the green board. — ** Cards! — and Sunday 
eyening too! Oh^ Rozette, I cannot stay." 

Every eye was fixed upon her in amaze-* 
meat, and Pauline, seizing her hand, drew 
her forcibly back, reproving her severely. 

** No, Pauline, no!^ said the struggling 
child ; '* I will not — I cannot ! Remember it 
is Sunday evening — the holy day, the day ap- 
pointed for the service of our Lord ! — no, I 
cannot^ I will not stay. Let me go ! ^ And 
she struggled vehemently. 

" Sophie ! Sophie ! '' said Rozette, at- 
tempting to take her other hand, " you for- 
get yourself. Do, dear child, sit down ; we 
are doing no harm. 

T 
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" No harm — no harm^ dear Rosette l*" re- 
plied the little orphan^ — ** no harm! Ah, 
dear young ladies 1 '' she added, looking 
round the table, " remember that this is a 
holy day,«— -a day devoted to the service of 
our God. And if we are to meet this day, 
should we not meet as Christian childsen, to 
read our Bibles^ and to pray, and to think of 
our dear Saviour, and to learn his will, as we 
used to do in England, when I was a diild-^ 
a very little child ? " proceeded Sophie, (bear- 
ing down all opposition, and breaking through 
all interruptions by the vehemence of her 
manner,) for at that moment she seemed tQ 
be above all earthly considerations. 'VOl^ 
bow sweet, how pleasant were those U^sed 
Sunday evenings, when we read and prayed, 
and sang together.* how sweet they are t9 
think of now,*— how much sweeter by-»and* 
by«r 

'' Sophie, are you mad ? ** said Paalipe^ 
^^ Sit down, and let us hear no vaxx^ of tb»9.t 
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but I expected something like it, and I told 
you so, Rozette : but sit down, Sophie, and 
let this nonsense be forgotten." 

** No," replied Sophie, " no I — only let 
me go. I am sorry if I have been rude, — but 
only let me go.^ And she struggled so ye- 
hemently, that her cousin thought it best to 
part with her hand ; which being done, she 
flew fi'om the room, and, running to her own 
chamber, fell upon her knees, with her face 
upon the bed. 

In the mean time, as if with a strong ef- 
fort, the young party repressed all bitter 
comments upon what had passed, Pauline 
apologized for her cousin, by saying that she 
hoped the young ladies would pardon her, as 
beiag a foreigner, and, in consequence, full of 
prejudices, and wholly unacquainted with 
polished manners. The apologies were, of 
course, accepted, and the cards were dealt. 
But what the little orphan had said, had 
chased all gaiety from every heart. Some 
individuals, indeed, endeavoured to smile; 
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but what is more sad than gaiety: vfiaA doeb 
not come from the heart P Sophie had spdcea 
0ome solemn truths, and spoken them in an 
impressive^ though simple manner. She had 
used example also, as well as preeept. Nei* 
ther had the words thus uttered by the lips 
of this sweet orphan been as dost scatter- 
ed in the wind^ but rather as seed falling 
where no doubt it will hereafter spring upi a 
hundred fold. But of all the young party, 
no one seemed so deeply impressed as Made- 
moiselle St. Clair. It seemed that she could 
not recover her spirits during the whole even* 
ing. She held her cards in her hand, indeed, 
but she knew not what she played ; and whan 
the rest of the party had taken th^r l6ave, 
she lingered behind, and was in the saloon 
when Madame Prevot came in from her'Own 
party, to ask how the evening had passed 
off, and how the little stranger had conducted 
herself. ^' But I do not see her herc^^'she 
added ; ** where is she ? " 
' Pauline replied by telling her - motheir all 
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that bad taken place, being jHobably re- 
strained by the presence of Rozette from 
stating fiEusta in any other way than as they 
bad really happened. 

''And all this is true. Mademoiselle St 
Clair?" said Madame Prevot 

** Perfectly so, madame,^ replied Rozette. 
/' Pauline has told you all that Sophie said 
^and did; but she has not described to you 
tile impressive and earnest manner of the 
dear child, — the beautiful expression of her 
heavenly countenance, — the brilliant glow 
which lighted up in her cheeks as she ad- 
dressed us all 1 Oh, Madame Prevot ! if she 
lis fights what are we? " 

'' Surely* Rozette," said Juliette, '' you 
«ire not. going to be one of them ? " 

** One of what ? " asked Rozette. 

" A momiere," replied Juliette. 

" Another momiere de bon ton ! 

*' Encore une momiere de plus ! 

" Dam fEcole I 

** Qjion enrolfi! 

T 3 
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** Encore un momiere de pl»s I 

" Dam le troupeau de$ elus ! " 

Juliette was reproved sharply for the levity 
of her manner by her motherland unrewarded 
even by a single smile from Rosette. 

*' These things make me very uneasy. Ma- 
demoiselle St. Clair," said Madame Prevot, 
as she took up a candle. '' I must see my 
niece ; and as you have witnessed the toTm&i 
part of this affair, you are at liberty to foUomr 
me, my dear young lady, to her apartment." 

Rozette gladly availed herself of this per^ 
mission, and followed Madame Prevot up 
stairs. As madame unclosed the door of So* 
phie^s chamber, the wind from thedoor» which 
opened on the roof of the house, nearly put 
out the candle. As she stepped back to pre^ 
serve the flame, she exclaimed against M«« 
rianne for not shutting the door ; but, recoit* 
lecting herself, she added, *• I forgot that 
she is not at home, and the other servants are 
engaged. I trust that the child has not gone 
to bed exposed to the night air, and sudh a 
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night as this, in which the fog is excessive." 
Madame Prevot then gave the candle to 
Rocette, whilst she went in to shut the door ; 
which being done^ Mademoiselle St Clair 
entered with the light 

We had left our little orphan kneeling by 
the bed. It seems, that from this position 
she had fallen side-ways on the floor, her 
kead being a little raised by the foot of the 
bed, against which she bad sunk. Her face, 
on which the light flared from the hand of 
Rozette, was deadly pale ; but what alarmed 
her friends beyond all measure was^ that it 
was Mneared with blood, as well as her dress : 
i^e was insensible. 

Rolette and Madame Prevot shrieked 
aloud, as this melancholy object presented 
Itself to their view. " O my little Sophie, 
child of my only sister !" exclaimed Madame 
Prevot, " 1 have not been the mother to you 
I should have been ; " and she sank on her 
knees by the child. 

The cries speedily brought up tlie rest of 
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the fiunily. The little girl was immediately 
undressed, and put into bed. A medieal 
man was sent for^ who^ when he arriyed, 
found that a small blood-vessel had brdcMH 
and that an inflammation on the chest, the 
pain of which the poor little girl had attri- 
buted to the fashionable corsets, had already 
made some progress ; but the child did not 
give any evidence of consoiousuess till a£ber 
several rem^edies had been administered. At 
length she spoke; and the first words whicdi 
she said, were — ** I am comings mama, I am 
coming 1 ^ 

''What does she say?" asked Ros^ette, 
who stood weeping at the foot of hex :b|A. 
'* Speak to her^ Madame Prevot ; ask h^ 
what she means." 

The aunt then addressed her, assuming a|i 
indifference of manner which agreed bui ill 
with her real feelings ; for she was excea* 
sively affected by the condition of her little 
niece: " What did you say, my love? ** she 
asked. 
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** Mama ! » replied Sophie, ** Mama t I 
am coming, mama ! ^ 

** But I am not your mama, my love," an- 
swered Madame Prevot. 

Sophie looked hard at her. ** Dear aunt,** 
she said, " I took you for mama ; you spidie 
yniih mama's sweet voice/' 

Madame Prevot was about to reply, when 
the physician interfered, begging that the 
young lady might be left in perfect quiet to 
the influence of a soporific draught which he 
meant to ad minister ; in consequence of which, 
every one withdrew from the apartment, with 
the exception of Madame Prevot and a ser- 
vairt : for although in the former part of our 
narrative that lady must have appeared in 
every point of view but that which was amia- 
Me, it is certain that her conduct towards 
Sophie, during the latter period of the time 
in which that dear child was with her, was 
daily becoming more what it ought to be. 

Poor Rozette5 all drowned, in tears as she 



214 THE LtTTLB MOMlSEE« 

wasy was compdled by the mandate of ^ke 
|4iyBician to retire from the room. Bat ereB 
her mother, who came in her cairiagie to fetch 
her homey coald not induce her^ by any per- 
suasions which she could nse^ to leave the 
house. And as Sophie's comfrfanie was cer^^ 
tainly not infectious, Madame St Clair iq« 
frained from using authority. Rozette watf 
therefore provided with a bed in the house, 
where she lay, and wept, and reflected, tilt 
wholly overpowered by fatigue. The result 
of her reflections will speedily appear more 
satisfactorily, we trust, than by any account 
of it which we could give. As to the daugfa- 
ters of Madame Prevot, it was not so etiden^^ 
how they were afiected by this sudden ea*' 
lamity. They were not, however, insensible' 
to the awful stroke, though it had not toudhdd 
them personally. When Rozette joined them, ' 
after leaving Sophie^s room, they looked pfde^ 
as death ; and that perfect stillness in %heir 
manners, so unnatural to young creatdlts, ' 
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wfts ft stDODg proof that their consciences, as 
it regarded their treatment of their tittle oou- 
^n, were not entirely ftt ease. 

But to return to our little orphan. Being 
under the influence of medicine, she seemed 
heavy and dull during the remainder of the 
^ig^^j yet not quiet ; for she was extremdiy 
resdesSy tossing herself from side to side, and 
speaking frequently, though in sleep. Several 
times she called Janet Keller i and again, 
AJeiael and asked for water-^water from 
that fountain. But her aunt did not under- 
stand what fountain she referred to. How«- 
ever, as her call for Janet and Aleine were 
so frequent, Madame Prevot sent off a car- 
riage for the wt>rthy woman and her grand- 
daughter by break of day ; and before noon, 
Janet and Aleine were by Sophie^s bed, who'e 
they remained till their services were no longer 
required. 

But it would be unprofitable to follow all 
theehanges which took place in the condition 
of the litde orphan, or to say how often some 
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pleaning appearances would revive the hopes 
of her anxious friends, only to dash them 
down, by the recurrence of still more threat- 
ening symptoms ; for, with the exception of 
the slight appearances above mentioned, 
the terrible disorder made a steady progress, 
till at length, at the end of thirteen days, be- 
yond all expectations to those who were not 
better instructed in the nature of such dis- 
eases, she appeared decidedly better* 

It was Saturday morning, when, after an 
unusually restless night, she asked for some- 
thing to eat; and, having taken a biscuit 
and some tea, she said, ^^ Dear nurse, I am 
better ; I am quite comfortable. How good 
you have been to me ! " And she extended 
her arms to embrace the venerable peiasant. 
" And now, Aleine," she said,—" dear Alekie, 
call my own kind Rozette, and ask her to 
write for me." 

Rozette was called, and came rejoicing, from 
the report given her by Aleine ; and therefore 
she was the more painfully surprised when 
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Sophie begged her to sit down and write — 
what in fact, though not in fonn, was nothing 
less than the last will and testament of her 
friend ; butRozette had the discretion not to 
make any comments, bat merely to write from 
the dictation of her beloved Sophie, who was 
telling her how she should wish all her little 
treasures to be disposed of. 

A miniature picture, which her mother had 
caused to be taken of herself, in London, was 
to be added to the little box of remembrances, 
which had been prepared by her own hands, 
together with two of her beautiful auburn 
ringlets, her Bible and hymn-book, — the same 
which she had used when taken to the place 
of worship in le Pr6 TEveque, — were to be 
given to her aunt, her own dear aunt, as she 
called Madame Prevot, and all her other pos- 
sessions bequeathed among those she loved, 
and who had been kind to her ; not one of 
whom was forgotten, even to the peasant girl, 
who led the cows of Joseline Keller. 

When all this was completed with great 

u 
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promptitude and dearnesA of head — and 
when the wriiiog had beeo read to her 
—she called Rozette near to her, aod^ 
thanking her for her kindneast abe aaid, 
''You ^ill give this paper to my dear aunt^ 
with my grateful love, and (ell her thai I 
have been thinking, that when I first ^ame 
to Geneva^ I waa sulky and cold to her* 
Please to ask her to forgive me. I have been 
thinking a great deal about it I meaa tp 
beg her pardon, when she comes to me next ; 
but please to tell her what I $ay« And now*'" 
she added, ^^ I think I liave settled every 
thing about my things ;" aad she turned U> 
Janet, to remind her if she had forgotten wvf 
body, but Janet could scarcely apeak. How^ 
ever, Sophie did not observe the agitaUon erf* 
those about her. 

The little girl did not fail again ihnougb 
all the forenoon. However, she said no mone 
upon the subjects which had occapied berin the 
morning; buttock several occasionstoq»eak4x> 
*Uose about her on matters of eternal import. 
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Her dimt being in the nxmi, thougb not 
wiAin her Tiew, »he eafled Rozette to her 
sMe^ and said, '* I think I did not behave 
well about those cards. Was not I violent 
and eross that night ? Bat I cannot tell you 
what I felt. I was thinking of those happy 
Sunday evenings, when I was a little child. 
But you will not play at cards again on the 
Sunday evening ; and when you have little 
dbikhren, you will not let them do it ; will you, 
dear Rozette ? For Sunday is the day set by 
for serving our Redeemer more particularly ; 
mid you would love each other so much, (I 
mean alt the young ladies who meet on a Sun-> 
(faiy evening,) if you would read the Bible to- 
gether, and sing hymns after tea ; you would 
loive each other so much — so very much, when 
you grew up, and remembered the pleasant 
holy hours you spent together in your child- 
kood. Emily and Lucy and I were but three 
in number, and I was less than them ; but 
my k>ve for them is such/' she added, raising 
her dark blue eyes, ** as death-«< dealh,^— ^ 
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Ae repeated the awful word, — ^ as death 
cannot dimolve. Bat such ties as youfs» 
Rosette,^ she added, (speaking no longer as a 
child,) " they cannot — will not stand beyond 
this mortal life. And oh ! how short, how 
uncertain is this life ! " she continued. ** It 
was only this day fortnight,^--*and there she 
hesitated. '' To-morrow, and then glory — 
glory^ — and there she ceased to speak. 

Rozette could not reply; but, sbrinkii^ 
behind the curtain, burst into a fresh gush of 
tears. 

" Is it possible,^ said Madame Prevot, who 
stood near to Rozette, " that we have beeo 
wrong through all our lives, and that those 
are right, whom we have despised ?'' 

" If 80,^ returned Rozette, '* may the AL 
mighty lead us from our errors T^ 

During that forenoon, Sophie also adced 
to see her cousins, putting up her lips to 
kiss them; but at this time she did not 
speak. 

Janet did not like the unnatural strength* 



bodi of body and mind, virbicb her beloved 
Sciphie ndiibited dnring thatmaming. Sbe 
waft not suTprisedy therefore, to see her flag 
about mid-dty, thoagfa she was terrified at 
tfae vaiy decided change which took place 
towards the hour which coincided with her 
irst attack; and it was agony to the poor 
mifse to observe that mortal struggle, which 
continued all the night, in which the poor 
Kltki girl was, as it were, passing that narrow 
stratty in which the natural body is dissolved, 
and where the redeemed soul obtains de- 
liverancd from all that Adam^s disobedience 
bequeathed to his posterity. 

Oh, bow did the pious peasant pray for 
tbe deliverance of her little one ! And indeed 
bcr prayers were heard ; for in the morning, 
though the soul bad not departed, tbe bitter'* 
nesB of death was passed, and tbe child^ 
thottgfa visibly dying, was sleeping away the 
short rmnainder of her life. 

It was Sunday morning; the sun was 
shining, and the bells were ringing. Sophie 

u3 
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bad been removed from her bed in the alcove, 
to a couch, before the open glaas-door. The 
air was balmy and fragrant. It was a lovdy 
day ; and Janet and Aleine, seong their So« 
pbie easy, felt themselves able to praise their 
God for a redeemed soul. 

Neither was Janet slow to see the wisdom 
of God in retarding the deliverance of the 
little redeemed one for a few hours, in order, 
no doubt, that her cousins and Mademoiselle 
St Clair might see, what they never had seen 
before, viz. the awful march of the King of 
Terrors ; for these young creatures stood fay 
Sophie^s couch nearly the whole day, sobbing 
and weeping, by turns, and, it is trusted, de- 
riving everlasting good to themselves, from 
the short discourses which passed Jaetween the 
dying child and the pious peasant. For So^ 
phie awoke from time to time, starting and 
ec^tching her breath, yet smiling, as if from a 
sense of joy, too strong for mortal ac^uisb. 

"Are you easy, my love?" Janet said at 
f^ne time to the little girl. 
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Very! very easy, dear nurse I" she m- 
plied. " I shall soon be with my Redeemer, 
and with mama. Oh, Janet ! I was not mis- 
taken ! I am redeemed — I know it now ! " 

" And how, my love, how do you know 
it?'' asked Janet. 

'' I see him when I sleep, nurse," she re- 
plied. " He is there — He is always with me, 
though I am a fodish child—a sinful child. 
He has taken my sins away, and I shall never 
see them more.^ 

*' There ! *' said Janet, when Sophie slept 
ilgain, — " there ! You see the power of true 
religion. This child in life was brought to 
know that God the Son is her Redeemer, and 
that God the Father, in teaching her that 
which no man knows by human reason, has 
given her the earnest of her salvation. In 
this assurance, she was next taught to seek 
sanclification by God the holy Spirit. And 
now, what remains, but that which is about 
to be, viz. glorification I which will ensue as 
certainly as you and I stand here, when thiiii 
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her anceafons. But I cannot close my hiatory 
without mentioning one circumstance^ riz. 
that Rozette St. Clair and Pauline Prevot, 
having been abaent for more than a month 
from their society, agreed with each other, 
that when they next met their young friemls, 
they would propose to them what Sophie 
had suggested) viz. that they should, when 
assembled on the sacred day of the Lord, 
devote a portion of each evening to reading 
the Holy Scriptures, and singing the praises 
of Qod, to the utter exclusion of cards or 
dancing. But I am sorry to add that I can- 
not inform my reader whether this proposition 
has yet been made. Nor can I form, any 
conjectare, should it ever be made, how it 
mi^t be received. 

lofonsy Nov, Sp 1851. 
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